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BY ORDER OF THE COLONEL.
CHAPTE R I.
Hf THE TAPROOM OF CUTWING'S ORDINARY.

The

~apitol

clock was telling the hour of five in the

afternoon when Master George Lee, sometime captain
of the "Young Guardsmen," who had seen hard service with the ill-fated Braddock, turned into Duke of
Gloucester Street, and made his way slowly in the
direction of the Stadt House.

Master Lee was not in

uniform, although those were trying times, and he
was momentarily expecting a call once more to take
up arms against the French and their red allies.
Although in civilian attire, and with little in his appearance to distinguish him from a score of others
:whom he passed, the stalwart youth was the object of
much attention- perhaps because he was a nephew of
Gov. Dinwiddie, and was known to have the confidence
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and friendship of Col. Washington, but more likely
because of the gallant service he had rendered his king
and conntry in the late disastrous expedition against
Fort Du Quesne.
Gloucester Street lay broad and dusty under the hot
sun, whose rays were scarcely tempered as yet by the
late afternoon.

The leaves of the mulberries and pop-

lars, which lined the thoroughfare, had a dingy and
heartless look, corresponding, for the most part, with
the feelings of those who loitered or walked beneath
their shade.
The ranks of the pedestrians were thickly sprinkled
with uniforms of British "regulars," and with the sadly;
worn gear of Virginia militiamen, while occasionally
the fringed buckskin of a ranger met the eye as the
wearer strode quickly about his business-apparently
spurning the enticements of the town, and eager only
to be away again in the cool green of the woods.
Houses of red brick and white wood reflected the
glare of the sun blindingly.

Williamsburgh was a

town of stores, public places and ordinaries ; and oaths,
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laughter and snatches of drinking songs reached the
ears of Master Lee as he walked onward.

Small

wonder, thought he, that the men of the woods yearned
to be free of the town.

Ah, if his own summons to

the frontier would only come!

Suddenly a voice, thick

with liquor, made itself heard:
"Washing ton? Bah ! By gad ! Col. Innes was the
man for the place.

Gov. Dinwiddie should have ap-

pointed Innes to be commander-in-chief, and not this
upstart cockalorum with never a success to his credit."
Hot blood ran coursing through George Lee's veins,
and an angry red mounted his cheeks.

Such an as-

persion on his beloved commander was more than he
could bear.

The voice came from the taproom of an

ordinary, whose proprietor was a low fellow named
Cutwing.

Without a moment's hesitation, George

turned into the taproom, which was fairly well filled
with

me~,

who were drinking and dicing.

A fog of

smoke rolled thickly through the place, but he had little
difficulty in catching sight of the man who had voiced
the offensive remark.

8
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He was a low-browed, swashbuckler of a fellow, in
dingy regimentals, part Colonial and part British ; a
Blenheim wig and a cocked hat topped his figure.
Opposite him, on the other side of the table at which
he was seated, was a hunch back- a dwarf, in huge
jackboots and ill-fitting snuff-colored clothes.
Who or what this strang ely assorted pair might be,
George could not tell; in truth, that matter was of
small concern to him then. It was enough for him to
know that the two were comrades, and that the dwarf
was chuckling in maudlin fashion at the remark of the
larger man, chuckling until he well-nigh strangled over
his tankar d of sack.
The words of the swashbuckler did not seem to have
been called forth by anyone or anythi ng in particu lar,
but they had been so loudly spoken as to attract the
attention of every man in the taproom. Half a dozen
patron s of the place were on their feet.
As to the truth of the matter of Washi ngton' s appointment, it was well known that Gov. Dinwiddie
favored Col. Innes, and equally well known that public
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sentiment so strongly favored Washington that the
governor could do nothing less than appoint h.i m to
the post.
At least three of those who had risen from their
chairs started toward the nondescript stranger at the
same moment George made in his direction.
"One word with you, sir !" cried the youth, hastening his steps so that he might be first to resent the illmannered fling; but there was one among the other
three who sprang to George's side and plucked at his
sleeve restrainingly.
"Not so fast, Master Hotspur," he murmured, a
strange gleam in his keen eyes.
and not blows, George.

"Words are in order

You know well enough, I take

it, that words are my stock in trade; wherefore, I claim
precedence in this affair."
"You first, Master Henry," replied George, recognizing the speaker, and granting him due deference.
"The rascal's tongue brought me in off the street, and
it would be a pleasure to teach him better manners."
"That is ever the way with you men of the sword,"

to
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answered the other, whimsically.

Then, pushing

George back with one hand, he confronted the pair at
the table, a stern rebuke in his angular face. "Sirrah,"
he went on, addressing the swashbuckler, "I would
have you know-- "
"Ha!" came from the stranger, hoarsely, as he rose
to his feet, one hand on his sword.

"Who are you,

Master Gandershanks, and what have you to say about
what I have said?"
"I have to say that your speech and manners are
alike intemperate," replied Henry, calmly; "were you
not in liquor, I cannot believe that you would be so
reckless of truth and your own safety as to asperse the
character of so great a man as Col. Washington, commander-in-chief of all the forces raised, or to be raised,
in this Colony of Virginia.

I hold it an honorable

testimony of Virginian intelligence that the sterling
character of Washingto n is discerned and appreciated,
though at present heralded only by misfortunes.

His

sagacity and wisdom are acknowledged by all the colonies, and had his counsels been heeded by the unfortu-
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nate Braddock, an entirely different result would have
attended the late campaign."
"I can bear witness to that," spoke up George Lee,
earnestly.
"And I can but add," continued Henry, impressively,
"that Rev. Samuel Davis reflected the sentiments of all
true and far-seeing men when he referred to our commander as 'that heroic youth, Col. Washington, whom
I cannot but hope Providence has hitherto preserved in
so signal a manner for some important service to his
country.'"

Patrick Henry raised himself to his full

height, and something of the fire with which he addressed the Virginia Assembly, years later, in a neverto-be-forgotten speech, showed in face and manner as
he added, as much to the others in the room as to the
tipsy bravo before him: "I count those words prophetic,
as certain of fulfillment as though taken bodily from
holy writ!"
This last remark was received in respectful silence
by all, save the two strangers.
was in quarrelsome mood.

The larger of the two

The hunchback, more cau-
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tious, caught his arm and tried to draw him aside, but
be whirled away.
"This Washington of yours is a poltroon !" he
shouted, prefacing the speech with a furious oath.

"I

say he is a coward, and if there is anyone here who
takes issue with me, I have my sword to back my
words-"
Such language was more than ever.. the patient Henry
could countenance.

At that time he was but twenty,

as quick as a wild cat in his movements, and with muscles like steel.

Moreover, the hatred of any sort of

tyranny had already taken root in his passionate nature.
'.Although unarmed, he hurled himself forward, snatched
the Blenheim wig from the scoffer's head and slapped
it across his face.
"Diab le!" shouted the man, falling back a step and

snatching out his sword.

"Sapristi!" echoed the hunchback.
Like lightning, George had drawn his blade, and
leaped in front of Henry.

A clash followed as steel

met steel, then a clatter as the youth, by a quick pass

In the Taproom.

13

over the guard, disarmed his half-tipsy antagonist, and
hurled his weapon to the floor.

A perfect babel of

shouts followed and everyone in the room rushed forward.
"Frenchmen ! Frenchmen! "
"Spies!"
"Capture the Johnnie Crepauds ! Capture them t"
There seemed no doubt that the two men, surprised
out of their assumed characters, were really Frenchmen and spies.

A great hubbub followed, in which

chairs were overturned, tables sent crashing to the
floor and glasses broken.

But all to no avail.

When

something like order was finally restored, George found
himself outside with Henry at his elbow and half dragging him down the street.
"We are well served," said Henry, "for having been
caught in such an unsavory place.

Put up your sword,

lad; you will have no use for it in Williamsburg."
"But the spies-the Frenchmen! " exclaimed the
youth, halting and trying to tum.
"They effected their escape and are well out of it ;

In the Taproom.
and we may thank our stars, I think, that we are well
out of it, too.

I was looking for a mercer who often

resorts to the ordinary, which accounts for my presence
in the place.
ning.

Heavens ! See how the people are run-

One would almost think that the French and

Indians had made an attack on the town. Ha! there's
my mercer-perhaps I can overtake him.

Good-by to

you, George."
The youth tnrned just in time to see his friend vanish into the hurrying throng; at the same moment some
one dashed against him and all but threw him from his
feet.
"Why, if it ain't the captain!" came a familiar voice.
"Straight Tongue!" exclaimed George, instantly recognizing the tall figure in the rifle dress which now
advanced upon him with outstretched hand.
"I was looking for you, captain," cried the scout;
"but I hadn't thought to run into you like this."
"Well met, anyway," returned the youth, heartily.
"If you bring me a call to duty, Straight Tongue, I

shall be doubly glad of the meeting."

In the Taproom.
"That's what I bring you, lad," answered the good
scout. "You are to ride to Winchester, posthaste."
"Ah I to Washington."
"Precisely.

Our colonel is a general now, and he

will have important orders for you.

We will ride to-

gether, captain."
"Better and better," said George. "When will you
be ready to start?"

"Whenever you are.

I will have horses ready and

be waiting at the Rose-and-Crown.

Meet me there."

"I will,. and within two hours at the most."
They separated, George hurrying along the street
and Straight Tongue making for Cutwing's ordinary.

CHAPTER II.
A CONFLICT OF LOVE AND DUTY.

'A certain mansion in Marlboro' Street had oeen

Master Lee's objective point on setting forth that summer's afternoon.

Although the exciting event in the

taproom had delayed him, his errand in Marlboro'
Street had not become of urgent importance until after
his opportune meeting with Straight Tongue.
Presently he was at the door of the mansion, and
using the brazen knocker with an impatience that sent
his summons echoing loudly through the house.
Scipio, the negro servant, opened the door, and when
he saw who the caller was his mouth parted from ear
to ear in an expansive smile of welcome.
"Why, Marse Gawge !" he cried.

"Come right in,

suh," and he stepped back with a low bow.
"Is Mistress Amy Randolph at home, Scipio?" inquired the youth.
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"Yas, sub; go right intuh de drawin' room."
Voices reached George from the direction of the
room mentioned-three voices, talking gayly.

Two

were certainly feminine and one was masculine, but all
were familiar.

As he reached the door of the drawing

room the fair Amy herself flew to meet him.
"Capt. Lee," said Amy merrily, giving him her two
hands, while a flush of happiness overspread her face.
"And what a knock!

Why, it is even yet thundering

through the house."
"Capt. Lee!" exclaimed the youth.

"That is all well

enough from my soldiers, Amy, but from your lips I
would rather have--"

He paused.

"George?" she asked, archly.
"No, this!"

And with a quick movement he passed

one arm about her waist and snatched a swift kiss.
"Fie, for shame!" murmured Amy, red as a rose, and
not so much displeased as she pretended.

"Perhaps

you did not know that there are others he:e."
"I knew that full well," answered George, with a
laugh, taking his sweetheart's hand and advancing
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towards a lithe, handsome youth and a beautiful girl,
who had risen from their chairs and were smiling at the
little play of sentiment.
"Captain I captain!" cried the other young man; "see
what a terrible example you have set your lieutenant.

I should scorn to have it said that Lieut. Vernon dares
not to follow wherever Capt. Lee may lead."
And thereupon the gay young blade whirled upon
the other young lady and repeated the captain's maneuver.

When his kiss had been taken, the young

l.. rly, blushing furiously, pushed him away and gave
him a box on the ear.
"A fine leader you are, to be sure, Capt. Lee!" she
exclaimed, with a pout.

"Gen. Washington should

court-martial the two of you for this.

Making war

upon women, forsooth !"
"Do not be too hard upon us, Joanna,'' returned
George, with his best bow.

"I, for one, would be con-

tent to look to our good general for sentence in the
case."
"And I, too," spoke up Vernon.

"He has been in

A Conflict of Love and Duty.
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love himself, and will be again, unless I am very much
mistaken.

George, lad, how goes it with thee?"

"Never better, Frank," answered George, catching
his friend 's hand heartily.
find you here.

"It is pleasant, indeed, to

And yet," he added, with a sly glance

· at the youth, "I might have known you would not be
far from the bewitching Joanna."
The attachment that had sprung up between Joanna
and Vernon had been romantic enough.

Joanna was

the daughter of Straight Tongue; her early life had
been spent in the woods, and she had grown up as wild
as a fawn.

Frank Vernon came of one of the best Vir-

ginia families, and had been elected first lieutenant of
the Young Guardsmen, the company organized by
George Lee by special request of Washington.
How well Capt. Lee and his company of youths
served in the Braddock campaign has already been
faithfully told in the story entitled "The Young Guardsman"; and therein, also, was set forth the manner in
which Joanna had bravely rescued Vernon from death.
Nearly a year had passed since the defeat and death
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of Braddock , and since that time Joanna had taken up

her abode with Amy Randolph, in Williams burg.

The
society of the capital had been a school for her, and she

had proved an apt pupiL

In a little time the four friends were seated in a close
group, chatting over past events and forecasting events
to come.
"And you," remarked Amy, slyly, tapping her lover
coquettishly with hd fan, "were going to resign your
commission into the hands of your uncle, the governor ,
and disband the Virginia Guards!

You have not done

so, captain?"

"The guards are a volunteer organization, and refused to be disbanded," quoth George. "Besides, there
seems to be a prospect of warm work if we are to help
Washing ton save his majesty's colonies fr~ the
French."
"The quicker the warm work comes, George," remarked Vernon, "the better I, and all the rest of the
guards, will be suited."

"I shall have work for two of the guards to-mor-

A Conflict of Love and Duty.
row," said Amy.
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"For the present, I have assumed

the office of commanding general."
Instantly both George and Frank straightened in
their chairs and saluted.
"Wbo are the guards to be thus honored, general?"
asked Vernon.
"Yaurself and Capt. Lee," replied Amy.
"And the work?" queried George.
"You :!lre to convoy the family chariot of the Randolpks to our country pl31ce at Hampton.

Father is

there, and it is becoming hot and sultry in the town, so
Joanna and I are to leave in the morning.
long face, Capt. Lee?

Why that

Is the duty· so onerous, or so

unwelcome?"
George's face had, indeed, lengthened, for his order
fo join Washington at Winchester must perforce inter-

fere with Amy's plan.
Williamsburg.

Hampton was a far ride from

Love urged him to let the order of his

chief wait, while duty bade him leave straightway with
the trapper and scout.
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He told of the order that had recently reached him,
through Straight Tongue.
"And is your duty so grave a thing that you will
allow Joanna and me to proceed to Hampton alone·? I
do not fancy t' at there are any French and Indians between Williarnsbur g and Hampton, but if there should
be!"
This from Amy, with a strange light in her eyes as
she bent them upon her lover.
"I am in your hands, general," responded George,
with mock humility; "whatever you tell me to do will
claim my first attention."
"George !" came from Amy in a tone of rebuke.
"You cannot think that I meant what I said?
merely trying you.

I was

I trust you will never allow any-

thing to come between you and your duty.

Frank is

not under orders to proceed to Winchester, and I think
we shall be quite safe with him and Scipio.

You are

to ride to Winchester with Straight Tongue, and I
must not detain you another minute."
cidedly as she spoke.

She arose de-
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George started to his feet mechanically.

2.J
He was

sorely troubled and not a little vexed, since love was
drawing him one way and duty another.

Vernon noted

his friend's perplexity and made haste to reassure him.
"Trust me to see the ladies safely to Hampton,
George," said he.
"It is a great trust I am confiding to you," answered
George, "yet I know you are more than worthy of it,

Frank."
"It is a double trust," answered Vernon, with a fond

look at Joanna, "and concerns me fully as much as it
does you.

I will prove more than--"

Vernon did not finish, for at that instant a muttered
exclamation burst from George's lips, and he whirled
and dashed to the hall and out of the front door without
a word of explanation as to his strange move.

While

Vernon was speaking, George had seen a face at the
drawing-room window-the face of the swashbuckler,
who had been the cause of the brawl at Cutwing's ordinary.

It flashed over him, on the instant, that the

fellow could be there for no good purpose, and he had
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rushed away with a view of catchi ng him, forcin g him
to tell his purpos e and then turnin g him over to the
constable.
The amaze d Verno n followed his friend, and came
upon him beatin g about in the shrubb ery of the lawn.
"Wha t ails thee, Georg e?" cried Verno n.
set you off at such a tangen t?"

''Wha t

In the fewest possible words Georg e told of the
troubl e at the ordina ry, of the escape of the supposed
French spies, and of seeing the face at the wiAdow.
Thereu pon, both of them search ed diligently about the
ground s, but withou t success.
"Not a word about the brawl at the ordina ry to the
ladies, Frank ,'' cautio ned George, as they &tarted back
to the house ; "it would only alarm them wmeoessarily."
"But you will have to give some account of your
rush from the house. "
"I will merely. say that I saw some one lookin g into
the room from outside, which will be sufficieut. 1f
those two rascals are merely spies, I canno t undersfimd
why one of them should be here."

A Conflict of Love and Duty.
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"That is easily understood, I think," returned Vernon.

"You are known to be high in the coun9els of

Washingto n, and a particular subject for espial.

When

those men escaped from the taproom, probably the one
you saw at the window succeeded in following you.
Look to yourself, lad, on that ride to Wincheste r with
Straight Tongue."

"I have small fear for myself, Frank."
"No one knows that better than I.

Yours is a valu-

able life, however, and you should guard it more carefully."
The young hotspur gave a low laugh.
"Such advice comes strangely from a dare-devil like
yourself, Frank," he answered.

"However ," he added,

suddenly sobering, "I have a feeling that some misadventure is on the eve of happenin g-no evil to myself1
but, perhaps, to you and the ladies on your ride to
Hampton.

That is what makes it so hard for me to

ride to Winchester, when I would first make sure that
the ones we love are secure at the Randolphs' country
place."

2.6
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"I shall go well armed," said Vernon, with stern determination, "and woe betide anyone who seeks to interfere with us.

But," he went on, lightly, "I am not of

your mind regarding the danger, friend George.

You

are imagining dangers that do not exist."
"Heaven grant that it may be so," murmured George.
A few moments more and they were in the house, setting the fears of Amy and Joanna at rest.

The ladies

were soon quieted, and George bade Vernon and Joanna farewell.

Amy accompanied him to the door.

"I envy you the glory of serving under W a_shington,
George," whispered Amy, "and I feel that I shall be
prouder than ever of you when your duty is done and
you return.

May Heaven spare you, dear heart. These

are parlous times, and if the colony is not overrun by
the French and the savages, it will be due to the gallant
work of yourself and others on the frontier."
The youth's heart was full to overflowing.

With a

parting caress, he tore himself from his sweetheart,
burst from the house and strode hurriedly to his own
home.

There he equipped himself with the rifle dress
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worn by his young guardsmen, exchanged his dress
rapier for a more serviceable sword, and betook himself hastily to the Rose-and-Crown.
Half an hour later he and Straight Tongue were
dashing along on the first stage of their journey to
Winchester.

CHAPTER III.
THE CROSSROADS TAVERN.

The ride with the brave scout through the peaceful
countryside in a manner assuaged the fears that had
arisen specter-like in George Lee's breast.

They tar-

ried en route merely long enough to rest and refresh
themselves and their mounts-paying more heed to their
horses, in sooth, than they did to themselves.
By day they galloped over narrow roads with pale
green and silver gray woods on either side-the monotony of color relieved by the starry dogwood blossoms or the fairy-like pink of the Judas tree.

Occa-

sionally the branch of a wild cherry tree would whip
across their faces, only to be fended by the sweep of a
strong arm.
The second night out found them at a crossroads
tavern, on whose swinging sign was a picture of St.
George astride his courser.

This was one of the pic-

tures which later inspired Master Franklin to make his

The Crossroads Tavern.
sagacious remark concerning Lord Loudon, the dillydallying chief, whom the British Government was sending to rout the French and sweep them to the northern
limits of the continent.

"A man entirely made of inde-

cision," quoth Master Franklin.

"Like St. George on

the signs, he is ever on horseback, but never rides on."
Mine host at this crossroads tavern was one Master
Wryburn, a fleshy person in a grizzle wig, apron and
small clothes-the latter of tow cloth, which had been
dipped in a tanvat until it had become the color of a
dried leaf.

He welcomed the travelers, had their horses

cared for, made them comfortable in his public room,
and asked for news from Williamsburg.

A slipshod

girl, with hair tousled all over her head, stood by to
listen while Straight Tongue repeated all the small talk
he had heard in the town.
. The rest was good for the travelers ; they were saddle
weary.

A good meal freshened them not a little, and

when it was cleared away, the scout sat drowsing in his
chair puffing mechanically at a long pipe filled with
fragrant Oronoko, while George stretched himself on
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a bench and thought of many things, but principally of
the journey which Mistresses Amy and Joanna were to
have taken to Hampton under convoy of Vernon and
Scipio.
Suddenly another guest came down a broad flight of
stairs and into the public room.

He was a Quaker, by

his dress, and George was sufficiently wide awake to
look at him curiously through his half-closed eyes.
"Pardon me, friend," said the Quaker, addressing
Straight Tongue ; "thee comes from Williamsburg?"
The scout nodded.
"My name is Tobias," the other went on, "and I am
of the Society of Friends, as, perhaps, my dress and
speech hath informed thee.

I saw thee and thy friend

from my chamber window ride to the tavern and dismount, some little time since.

Hast any thought, sir,

that thou wert followed on the road?"
. "Followed!"

The scout roused sharply at this, and

George arose from the bench.
"I am not a fighting man," went on Tobias, folding
his hands and rolling his eyes upward, "for verily that
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is not our creed.

'JI

Weapons are distasteful to me"-

here he cast a look of horror at a firelock hanging over
the mantel in the room and at the gun carried by the
scout-"for I think them a contrivance of the evil one
to--"

"What about our being followed?" interrupted
Straight Tongue, impatiently.
"I do not know that thou hast been followed, but
these are trying times, and little things give rise to
suspicion.

A few minutes since I saw five men from

my chamber window ride slowly out of the shadow of
the woods on the Williamsburg road.

They were

horseback, the five of them, but did not come straight
to the tavern as honest men would do.

They dis-

mounted, drew together in the road and talked, then one
held the horses while the other four started stealthily
for the house.
"I could not see them very plainly, because of the
dusk, but the four separated, two passing on either side
of the tavern and the other two approaching the door,
but halting again for further parley.

I would warn
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thee, that is all.

We are far enough from Williams-

burg so that much mischief might be caused, and--"
Master Wryburn was listening; his fat body shaking
with sudden fear.

He had started for the door with

the intention of barring it against intruders, but the
door was hurled open in his face, and two men ran in.
A cry of surprise and anger escaped George, for he
recognized one of the newcomers as the rascal who had
caused the brawl in the taproom.

An exultant smile

played about the scoundrel's lips.

Both he and his

companion had their swords in hand, and if there was
any doubt of their designs on George Lee, it was quickly
dissipated.

The swashbuckler pressed straight for the

youth, who drew on the instant and placed himself on
guard.
"Softly, Capt. Lee!" growled the fellow, hoarsely.
"Make a move with that blade of yours and I'll spit you
as I would a partridge.

I am not here to commit mur-

der, but to make a capture.

Surrender!"

"George Lee never surrenders!" cried the youth, in a
ringing voice.
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"No, monsieur," returned the Frenchman, sarcastically.

"George Lee does not surrender, an' it please

you-he retreats, having learned how while with Braddock."

\

"In the fiend's name," cried George, "who are you?"
"Ruze la Mort," shouted the man, his eyes glittering
like a wolf's.
George started as though stung by a rattlesnake.
Ruze la Mort, a trailing serpent, who had wound his
deadly coils about many a settlement on the frontier and
had carried death and destruction far into the colony
from the foot of the Blue Ridge!

A nameless miscre-

ant, knowing no pity; a half blood from the Ohio, a
thieving trader, who headed his company of lawless
men, red and white, and made butchery a pastime,
glorying in the number of scalps he had taken.

His

name stood for afl that was black and evil.
A frantic cry escaped the landlord.
"Spare us!" he cried, slapping his flabby hands together and all but sinking to his knees.

"Do not--"

"Out of the way, poltroon!" shouted Straight

34

The Crossroads Tavern.

Tongue, leaping to the craven and throwing him aside.
"Captain," he added, "there was never such a chance to
do our country a service."
Tobias, although a man of peace, watched calmly, and
there was contempt in his eyes as they rested on the
shaking form of Master W rybum.

Also, by slow de-

grees, he began making his way toward the fireplace,
above which the firelock was swinging from its wooden
pegs.
"Fools!" snarled Ruze.

"I have men enough at my

back to capture you, even if powerless to do it alone,
which I do not admit.
him alive!

I want George Lee, and I want

Yet if he resists-mo rbleu!

I will have

him otherwise."
The words were lost in a clash of swords as the
young captain engaged the man fiercely. Rattle! clack!
clack ! The good steel described fiery circles in the
candle light and echoed and rang in stroke and counter
stroke, thrust and parry.
No doubt Ruze had learned a lesson in the taproom
where George had neatly disarmed him, for now he
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fought warily, alert against that trick of point over the
guard which had been disastrous on the former occasion.
The other man drew a pistol and snapped it at
Straight Tongue; the latter fired at the same moment.
The Frenchman fell backward, dropping his pistol, and
both hands pressed to his shoulder.

He was only;

wounded and cried in his own tongue for help.
The two others, who were waiting outside, rushed in.
Straight Tongue met them with clubbed rifle, felling
one on the threshold.

So fierce was the scout's blow

that his gun flew from his hands, although the butt of it
had struck only glancingly and without serious hurt.
The rascal who had been felled was soon on his feet.
The battle was now three against two, and presently
four against two, for the man left in charge of the
horses had hastened to the scene, drawn thither by the
wild commotion.

In a short time the assailants had paired themselves,
George Lee being forced backward by Ruze and one
other, while the remaining two beset Straight Tongue,
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who was defending himself desperately by means of a
chair.
George endeavored to retreat in such a way that he
could reach his friend's side, and get his back to the
wall, but his foes divined his intention and pushed him
to the stairs.

So hotly engaged was he that he half

fell over the bottom step, and Ruze's companion drew:
back to lunge with his point.
The youth saw the thrust coming and knew how
powerless he was to fend it.

His end was near, he

thought, but at the critical moment the report of a gun
rang through the room, followed by a groan of pain•
the threatening point dropped as the arm that wielded it
was struck by a bullet.
It was Tobias, the man of peace, who fired the shot,
he having secured the weapon, which he had in his
mind's eye ever since the affray began.
George regained his feet and rushed upon Ruze,
bearing him back by sheer force of his impetuous assault.

Rage and baffled fury took hold of the French-

man, and he forgot the lesson learned in the taproom.
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Another moment and again he stood defenseless in front
of the heroic youth.
"Yield, Ruze la Mort!" shouted George, but his only
answer was a wild oath, as the other turned and fled.
This panic on the part of their leader struck fear to
the heart of the others, and all five sped away, those
who were uninjured helping the two who were hurt.
Straight Tongue, although breathless from his hard
battle, flung down the chair and gave pursuit, his young
companion following him closely.
But they could not overtake their foes, who, under
cover of darkness, gainea their horses and made off,
probably as savage a lot of villains as one could find in
a day's travel.
When the retreating hoofbeats had died away into
silence, the scout and the youth came wearily back to
the tavern.
"Why those villains wanted to capture me, and alive
at that, is a mystery," remarked George.

"However that may be," answered the scout, gloomy
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with disappointment, "I shall regret to my last day that
that fiend, Ruze, escaped us."

In the tavern the two friends found Tobias calmly
reposing in a chair, as unruffled as though there had
been no give-and-take at sword play and gun practice
with human lives hanging in the balance.
The landlord had recovered his courage and changed
his tune.
"A glorious fight we made of it, gentlemen," he
wheezed, strutting about as bold as you please. "But
we beat the villains at their own game; ay, worsted
that black-hearted wretch when the odds were in his
favor.

A good American like myself, or like you, is

good for his two Frenchmen any day."
"What a gay tune our weathercock can sing when
the wind comes from a safe quarter!" quoth Tobias,
with a smile at George and Straight Tongue.
"One would hardly think," rejoined the scout, "that
he pleaded so valiantly for his life, a short while since."
"'Pon my soul, gentlemen," protested Master Wryburn, brazenly, "'twas only a ruse."
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"An' what sort of a ruse, prithee?" queried the
Quaker.
"By my faith, I was intending to grab the rascal
about the knees and throw him. An old trick of mine,
gentlemen."
"Thee has a ready tongue, landlord," retorted Tobias, mildly. "Yet I have no call to give thee reproach
when I, a man of peace, forget myself so far as to use
a deadly weapon against my fellow man."
"By doing so," spoke up George, warmly, "you sav'!d
my life.

I shall never forget that, Tobias."

"I am thankful that I saved thy life, young sir, and
it was only the fact that thee was sore put to it that
made me do such a grievous thing.

If I, who am a

peaceable man, may say so, both thee and thy comrade fought like heroes."
"Your faith causes Virginia to lose a brave defender,
Tobias," observed Straight Tongue, "for, unless I
greatly mistake, you could fight, an' you would, as
well as either the captain or myself.

But enough of

this. Take to your bench, captain, and I'll take to my

+o
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chair. Before another two hours are passed we must be
afield; we have scant time to rest."
With a grave good-night, the Quaker went solemnly
upstairs to his chamber, leaving those below to obtain
what rest they might in the public room.
When the two hours had passed, Capt. Lee and
Straight Tongue again took to their horses and sped
away on the road to Winchester.

CHAPTER IV.
WINCHESTER .

It was the summer of 1756 and little more than a
year since the Braddock campaign.

On August 14,

1755, Washington had received intelligence of his appointment to the command of forces raised, or to be
raised, in the Colony of Virginia. One month later, in
the twenty-four th year of his age, he repaired to W'inchester, where he fixed his headquarters.
Winchester was a place as yet of trifling magnitude,
but important from its position ; being a central pdint
where the main roads met, leading from north to south,
and east to west, and commanding the channels of
traffic and communication between some of the most
important colonies and a great extent of frontier.
The dismay and consternation spread throughout all
parts of the country on account of the defeat of Braddock, would be hard to describe. Hitherto the colonists
had been led to look upon the British regulars as in-
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vincible, but it was the provincials themselves, under
the masterly leadership and inspired by the fiery courage of Washin gton, who had saved the remnan t of
Braddo ck's army. This fact was not lost sight of by
the colonials, and it had much to do in formin g the independent spirit that led to the revolution.
During the ride to headquarters, Straigh t Tongue ,
the scout, had told George all the news at the post ; how
an attack on Winch ester had been apprehended and
how the terrors of the people rose to agony and they
had turned to Washin gton as their main hope. Surroundin g him, the women had held up their childre n
and implored him with tears and cries to save them from
the savages.

And the scout, being on intimate terms
with the commander, knew full well how the latter's
great heart was wrung with ang uish, and did full justice to the matter in the telling of it to his youthful
companion.
It was afternoon when the jaded travelers spurred
into Winchester. Since the clash at the crossroads tavern no incident of importance had delayed their for-
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ward journey and they had covered the road swiftly.
Without waiting for food or rest, George repaired at
once to his commander's headquarters, Straight Tongue
assuming charge of the horses.
The chief was himself just in from a hard ride and
his face beamed with pleasure at sight of the youth.
"Ah, lad, it is good to see thee," cried the chief.
"Certainly you have not tarried by the way and must
have ridden· hard and fast to get here so soon."
"Your order was a spur to me, general," returned_
George.
"Tut !

Between old friends like ourselves I will

have no formality. Thou art George to me as I would
be George to thee.

Hast forgotten our talk on this

subject, long ago?"
The youth had not forgotten, and flushed with happiness at this testimony of the high esteem in which
the chief held him.
"But in the camp, sir," he demurred, "where discipline rules-"
"In the camp, George, address me as you please, but
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when we have speech by ourselves it is good to
feel that
I am with a friend."
"Wh ereve r we are, George," answered the
youn g
man, with deep feeling, "in camp or afield,
or in the
council chamber, I would have you know that
I am devoted to you to the last breat h."
Care and worr y were visible in the face of the
commander, but once more a smile came to his lips
and he
laid a hand on his friend's shoulder and looke
d him in
the eyes as he added :
"The re is no need to tell me that, for I have
had
abun dant proo f of your loyalty. And it is becau
se of
my confidence in you that I sent Strai ght Tong
ue to
Willi amsb urg to bring you here in orde r that
I may
trust you with a mission of great importance
and exceeding dang er."
"You could not please me more, George," answ
ered
the youth, his heart beati ng high at the prosp
ect before him. "I am ready to unde rtake the missi
on

at

once."
But Wash ingto n shook his head.
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"You must have a little time to rest and refresh yourself," said he; "and besides, I must tirst hear from
Surefoot, the scout, before I allow you to go. He has
been away several days and I expect his return at any
moment, now."
"What is the mission, sir?"
"All in good time, George, we will come to that.
You know, I suppose, what diJficulties beset us here?''
"I know," replied the youth, "that you have only
seven hundred men with which to guard three hundreti
and fifty miles of frontier."
"EveJl so," said the commander.
task.

"It is a difficult

On my arrival here I organized a force com-

posed partly of troops from Fort Cumberland and
partly of militia from this settlement and vicinity and
have been scouring the woods and suspected places in
all the mountains and valleys in quest of the Indians
and their more cruel associates. The danger from our
foes is still great and I am doing everything possible
for the security of the people; but if your mission sue-
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ceeds, George, more will be done for the safety of the
frontier than anyth ing so far accomplished."
"All you say, sir," answered George, "make s me
more eager than ever to begin my work. Is it absolutely necessary to wait foe the report of Suref oot ?"
"I think so. Since you are so impatient, however, to
be at work, " the commander added, smilingly, "you
may select a party of men in the morni ng and make
a
foray into the woods. But this afternoon I insist that
you give up your time to recouping your streng th after
the fatigues of your journey. Have you had anyth ing
to eat since reaching camp ?"
"Not as yet, sir- -"
"Then I order you forthw ith to go forag ing for
your dinner. After that, secure as comfortable quarte rs
as you can."
Wash ington turned to a table and began giving his
attention to maps and papers.
"Just a few words more," went on George. "My
young guardsmen are impatient to take the field."
"I have not forgotten your brave boys, believe me.
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The time is nearly ripe for me to send a summons to
them. Vernon will act as captain in your stead, I suppose?"
"Yes."
"Very good. Good-by for the present, George."
The young captain thereupon left headquarters. As
soon as he had secured quarters for himself and eaten
his dinner, he strolled to the outskirts of the town
where a party of rangers were engaged at rifle practice.
He saw Straight Tongue in the group, and as he advanced to join, the marksmen a boy rushed from the
crowd with a wild yell of delight.
"Cap'n Lee!" the boy shouted.

"There's Cap'n

Lee!"
"Why, if it isn't Nimble Ned!" exclaimed George,
surprised and pleased at meeting another friend who
had formed part of his company in the expedition
against Fort Du Quesne.
"It's Nimble Ned, sure enough, cap'n," cried the
boy.

"It does me a heap of good to . see you.

I was

mighty sure, though, that you wouldn't stay long in
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Williamsburg when there was a chance for fighting out

here."
"You're here to do a little fighting yourself, eh,

Ned?"
"If any fightin' comes my way I reckon I won't be

the first to run," said Ned, with a grin.

"While I'm

here, cap'n, I'm <loin' my best to keep the camp lively."
"Be careful how you indulge in pranks, lad," said
George, warningly.
"Oh, I'm pretty smart at takin' care o' myself," the
boy sang out, with a wink.

" Come on an' see the

shootin', cap'n. Mebby there'll be some fun before it's
over with." Then he added, in a low tone : "See that
tall, one-eyed feller in the coonskin cap ?"
"I see him," answered George.
"Well, he thinks he can shoot, an' he's bet Caspar
Allison he'll beat him best three out o' five.

Caspar's

just shot an' sent a bullet through the bull's-eye, an'
now Mingler, the one-eyed chap, is gettin' ready to
blaze away. Mingler's no friend o' mine," Ned added,
with a hostile wag of the head.
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"You played some joke on him, I suppose?" queried
George, knowing well what Ned's failings were.
"Didn't do nothin' but tie knots in his buckskin
clothes, t'other day, when he went swimmin'," chuck.led
the boy.

"After tyin' the knots I wet the clothes an'

Mingler had to walk back to camp in a bar'l."

He

laughed long and loud, but added glumly : "He whaled
me with a birch for that, cap'n."
"And served you right, I dare say."
"Oh, but he's such a brag!" the boy muttered. "Come
on and see him shoot," he added, with another wink.
"It'll do ye good, cap'n."
As George reached the crowd he heard the one-eyed
man crowing loudly about his skill with the gun.
"Caspar did well, friends, but nobody can shoot with
ole Mingler. Why, I can put a bullet through a squirrel's eye as fur as I can see the critter."
"Talk don't cost much," spoke up Straight Tongue,
significantly. The scout hated a braggart, and Mingler
was one of the arrant kind.
"I strung six geese, once, all on a single bullet," con-
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tinued Mingler, standing pompously erect and glaring
about him with his solitary eye.
"If the gun had shot both ways, Mingler," said Nim-

ble Ned, "mebby ye'd have got seven geese."
Mingler was a man of slow wit and could not understand what the crowd was laughing at.

Had he seen

the point of Ned's joke the boy might have felt the
effects of it.

"An' now," went on the braggart, raising his weapon to his shoulder, "I'm going to put a bullet right
through the hole Caspar made in the bull's-eye.

If

you men want to see fancy shooting, just keep your
eye on me."
After taking careful aim, Mingler pulled the trigger. What happened was unexpected by everyone, with
the exception of Nimble Ned, and was ludicrous in the
extreme.

The gun bellowed out like a cannon, the

thunderous report echoing and re-echoing all around.
The piece had been overloaded and th e "Hck" that followed the pressing of the trigger hurled the braggart
backward, heels over head.

•

I
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Several men stood behind him and at least half a
dozen were thrown to the ground in a tangled heap.
Shouts of laughter went up on every hand, and the
instant Mingler had disentangled himself and regained
his feet, he went dancing and howling with his left hand
clapped to his right shoulder.
"Foul play!" he roared.
me!

"Some one tried to kill

That gun pretty nigh kicked my shoulder off I

Who was it? Who's the fellow that overloaded that
gun?"
Just then his eyes fell on the exultant Ned, who was
capering about to show his great delight.
"I told ye to watch him, cap'n," the boy cried.
"Ain't he a fine shot? Ain't he the best shot ye ever
see?"
"It was you, you young imp!" yelled Mingler.

"I'll

fix you for that ! This camp ain't big enough for the
two of us!" Thereupon he jerked the ramrod out of
his gun and raced after Nimble Ned, the pair suddenly
disappearing in the woods.
There was much hilarity over this episode and, for
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the present, the match was called off. If the boy had
overloaded the gun, as undoubtedly he had, he had
been guilty of a foolish and reckless prank. If the piece
had burst, much harm might have befallen the bystanders. In the mirth excited by the occurrence, however,
the possible danger attending the joke was overlooked,
and it was generally conceded that the braggart had
been finely come up with.

CHAPTER V.
A FORAY AND A RESCUE.

On the following morning the young captain selected
a dozen good men to make up his scouting party.
Straight Tongue, of course, was one of the number,
and Caspar Allison was another.

Well mounted and

armed, the party made an early start.
By noon they were still riding, without having discovered any Indian "signs." But in the afternoon, as
they continued to push on to the westward, traces of
depredations became apparent.

The smoldering ruin

of a house was passed, and a settler was found, slain
and scalped. The man's body was a grewsome sight,
and as the provincials looked upon it their faces hardened and a fierce desire for revenge rose in their breasts.
A grave was scooped out of the earth with bayonets
and the settler was laid away near the wreck of his
home.

Such an occurrence was so frequent, at that

period of the war, as to call forth little comment. The
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whole valley of the Shenandoah had been ravaged and
laid waste.
After the little party had ridden on a short distance
from the burned dwelling, Caspar Allison missed his
bayonet and

s ~arted

back to look for it.

Presently a

distant shout from him claimed the attention of the
rest and, thinking he might have encountered trouble
of some sort, the young captain ordered his men back
at a gallop.
When they came within sight of Allison he was lashing his horse at top speed across the pioneer's clearing.
"The French!" he cried.
The announcement was electrifying. Here might be
an opportunity to settle the score run up against the
enemy by that freshly made mound in the clearing, and
the men set themselves to the pursuit with a will.
The youthful captain was well in the lead, cheering
his followers as they rushed on. Allison was quickly
overtaken.
"What did you see, Allison?" asked George.
"I found my bayonet," Allison answered, "and had
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dismounted to pick it up when I heard a fall of hoofs
across the clearing. I knew the rider could not be one
of our party, for he was in the wrong direction. As I
shouted and started in pursuit, I could tell by the
sounds made by the other's horse that he was fleeing,
and-- By George I there the fellow is, now."

"I surrender I" came a thin, boyish voice, from a
copse of bushes, a little way ahead.

"Not let any o'

your men shoot, cap'n. I ain't one o' the mounseers,
nor an Injun, either."
Then the speaker rode into view and a loud laugh
went up.

It was none other than Nimble Ned.

The

young captain was amused, and at the same time he felt
vexed.
"What are you doing here, Nimble Ned?" he asked.
"Lookin' for Johnnie Crepaus, cap'n," he boy answered.
"You were following us ?"
"That's what I was <loin', cap'n."
"Did anyone give you leave to absent yourself from
the post?"
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"I took French leave," and the young scamp grinned
as though it was a good joke.
"Don't you know, Ned, that you could be courtmartialed and shot for what you have done?" asked
George, severely.
"I jest want to fight, cap'n. I don't believe the chief
would court-martial an' shoot a feller 'cause he wanted
to fight his country's enemies. You didn't pick me out
for one of your party, so I jest took a notion I'd come
anyhow."
Sending the boy back to Wincheste r alone was out
of the question, and Straight Tongue, who was always
Ned's stanch friend, put in a

~ord

for him.

"There's no harm in the lad, captain.

He's only

headstrong, that's all."
"I know he means well," answered George, "but you
know what a stickler the chief is for discipline, and Ned
sets a bad example in the camp.

However, there is

nothing for it now but to let him ride with us. When
we return to camp the chief will have to deal with
h .un. "
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"Much obliged, cap'n," said Ned.
here than I am in camp, jest now.
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"I'm safer out
Mingler has been

lookin' for me with that ramrod of his ever since last
night; if I had stayed in Winchester he'd have found
me, sure."
"He may find you when you get back," laughed
Straight Tongue.
"I'll be safe for a while, anyway," said Ned.

"It

was pretty
rough, though, to have the whole pack of
,
you chasin' me. Reckon you took me for a gang of
French an' Injuns, eh?"
The men were disappoined, but the boy had put them
in a thorough good humor, and when they whirled to
continue on into the woods they were joking with one
another about the way the lot of them had charged
after one lone boy.
Indian signs were still met with frequently, but none
of the savages were encountered, and at nightfall a halt
was called and the party went into camp. Strict silence
was enjoined, for they were in the enemy's country
and danger lurked on every hand. No fire was lighted,

A Foray and a Rescue.
and the evening meal was taken from the saddlebags.
Sentries were posted and the camp sank silently into
slumber.

It was an hour before dawn, and pitchy dark in the
woods, when Capt. Lee felt a hand on his arm and
heard a low voice :
"Cap'n ! cap'n !"
Of what the young captain was dreaming it would
be hard to tell, but perhaps of a pair of bright eyes
which he had last seen at Williamsburg. At any rate,

he was wide awake on the instant.
"Is it you, Ned?" he asked.
"Yes."
"What do you want?"

''1 want you to wake up an' listen to me. I've got
news."
"What sort of news?"
"Why, about the mounseers and the Injuns."
"Where have you been, Ned?" The young captain
sat up and reached out his hand in the darkness.
"I've been skirmisbin', cap'n."
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''You left the camp without orders?"
"I did, but I reckon you'll overlook it when I tell
you what I've found out."
"You're a hopeless case. You'll never be a good soldier, Ned, if you can't learn to keep a tighter reir. on
yourself. How did you get past our sentries?"
The boy chuckled. "I did that, slick enough. They
never seen me, comin' or goin'."
''Well, what did you find out?"
"About a mile from here there's a camp o' French
an' redskins, an' they got a prisoner, cap'n."
"A white prisoner?" demanded George, fully aroused.
"Yes, cap'n. The pris'ner is tied near the fire. The
fire was pretty low, but I could make out that he's a
white man an' he looks a good deal like Surefoot."
"Surefoot I" The youth leaped to his feet.
"I won't say for sure," said Ned, "but he certainly
looked like Surefoot. I was quite a ways off and, as I
said, the fire was low."
"How many men are there in the camp?"
"I counted five Frenchies an' fifteen Injuns, cap'n."
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"The fact that they have a fire proves that they don't
suspect us of being in the vicinity. Did they have any
sentries posted ?"
"Yes, two.

One's to the north of their camp an'

t'other is to the south."
"I don't approve of your leaving camp, as you did,
Ned," said the young captain, "but you have certainly
done very well, and I shall tell the chief when we get
back to Winchester."
"I reckoned ye'd think what I did was all right when
ye heard what I had to say," answered the lad.
"Go and send Straight Tongue to me," said George.
Ned glided off into the darkness and presently the
scout came softly to the captain's side. In a few words
the youth told the scout of Ned's discovery.
"Trust that boy to find out all that's going on," muttered the scout. "The chief has been expectin' Surefoot
to come in with a report, and now we know why he
hasn't come. We must rescue him, cap'n !"
"Yes, at any cost. You will take one man with you,
Straight Tongue, and creep upon the sentry south of

A Foray and a Rescue.
the French camp; I will also take a man and try to get
the best of the sentry on the north side. We will go
with the rest of the company to within striking distance of our foes ; then, if we succeed in silencing the
sentries without causing alarm, we can surprise the
camp and rescue Surefoot. If either of the sentries give
an alarm, however, that must be the signal for the men
of our party to charge. They outnumber us nearly two
to one, and if we succeed it will be by sharp work."
"We'll succeed, no doubt."
"I think so, but we must use every precaution.
Leave our horses here--we'll go forward on foot. Get
the men ready as quietly as possible, and tell them what
they are expected to do. Nimble Ned will guide us to
the enemy."
The youth was always quick to make up his mind
in any emergency, and the present was no exception.
Every man was aroused and quietly instructed as to
the part he was to play; then, like shadows, the entire
party proceeded with noiseless steps through the dark
woods, guided by Nimble Ned.

A Foray and a Rescue.
They were all backwoodsmen and skilled m such
movements as the one now on hand. Not a twig
snapped under foot as they made their way to the
attack.
When close enough to the camp of their foes to be
clear of the sentries, and yet near enough to strike a

rapid blow, the party came to a halt. Straight Tongue
selected one Clapham to accompany him in his particular part of the work, while Capt. George cl10se Casper
Allison.
While the mam division waited, just where they
could see the glowing embers of the camp fire in the
distance, the scout and the youth took their different
ways toward the posted guards.
George intended to deal with his sentry singlehanded, Allison following closely to be of aid in quieting the prisoner, if that should be necessary. By this
time the first gray streaks of dawn were dispelling the
heavy gloom and the youth had no difficulty in getting
sight of the stalwart figure of the guard, seated at the
foot of a tree and leaning against the trunk. Whether
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the sentry was an Indian or a Frenchman, how:ever,
George could not tell.
Motioning to Allison to keep close, George dropped
to his knees and crawled upon the sentry from the opposite side of the tree.

Once the man seemed to take

alarm, and started erect as though listening. But evidently he assured himself that everything was all right,
for he sank down again.
Then slowly, almost inch by inch, George continued
his advance. He was now close enough to see that the
sentry was a Frenchman, and that he was drowsing,
for his head was nodding forward. In a few moments
more the youth had reached the tree, had raised himself
erect and had put out his arms, encompassing both the
trunk and the sentry's throat in a fierce pressure.
The man gurgled, struck out with his hands and
made desperate attempts to rise, but all in vain.

Be-

fore he could give a sound loud enough to be heard by
his companions, Allison had flung himself forward and,
by means of a strip of rawhide brought for the purpose, had bound the man to the tree trunk. The next
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move was to gag him securely and this was done before
George released the pressure about the fellow's throat.
Hardly had the gag been affixed between the prisoner's jaws, however, when a hoarse shout went echoing through the wood :
"Yenglese ! Y englese !"
Straight Tongue and Clapham had not been so successful in their work, for this warning cry had certainly
come from the sentry they had tried to capture.

In

an instant the camp was in an uproar.
"Forward,

men !"

shouted

the

young

captain.

"Charge them ! Charge them !"
With lusty huzzas the brave backwoodsmen dashed
into the camp. There came a rattling volley from the
guns, interspersed with startled French oaths.

After

that, all was turmoil.
The French and their red allies, awakened out of
sound slumber, became panic stricken.

Evidently they

thought a large detachment of English troops had descended upon them, and they scattered and fled into the
forest, every man looking to his own safety.
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Three--one Frenchman and two Indians-were
killed outright. There must have been many wounded,
but these had either escaped of themselves or else had
been helped away.

But one prisoner was taken, and

that was the sentry bound to the tree by the youthful
captain and Allison.

Two of the backwoodsmen were

slightly injured, one by a knife thrust and the other
by a bullet.
As soon as victory was assured, George sent six of
the men back to where the horses had been left to
make sure that none of the fleeing enemy attempted to
steal them. While these details were being attended to,
Straight Tongue had released the prisoner, who really
proved to be Surefoot, the scout.
Surefoot had suffered so severely during his captivity that he was only half conscious. His limbs were red
and swollen where they had been bound with the cords,
and while some of the men rubbed the limbs to quicken
the circulation, Straight Tongue pressed a flask of rum
to his lips.

Presently he was able to realize that he
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had been rescued and to greet young Capt. Lee, Straight
Tongue and the rest with a grateful handclasp.

His

story came at laf.t.
He had been sent by the chief, it seems, on a special
mission into the wilderness with a view to locating Ruze
la Mort and his band of cutthroat prowlers.

On the

afternoon of the preceding day he had learned that
Ruze, together with Tontorf, his lieutenant, had been
proceeding along the old military road to Fort Du
Quesne. The marauders had three prisoners with them
-two young white women and a colored servant.
Surefoot was hastening back to Winchester with this
knowledge when he fell into the hands of the French
and Indians, who had proved to be stragglers from the
main body of Ruze's band.
''Your arrival, Cap'n Lee, saved my life," said the
scout, in finishing his recital.

"Last night the leader

of the band demanded that I should tell him all I knew
about .W ashington's forces and plans, and about the
fortress he is building at Winchester.

I refused, as
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you may know, and the leader swore a great oath and
said I should have the night to reconsider, and that if
I did not tell him all I knew in the morning he would let
his Indians torture me to death.

I should not have

breathed a word about affairs at the post, so your coming saved me."
A number of weapons and camp equipments had been
left behind by the enemy in their hurried flight, and
everything of value was appropriated by the provincials.
Nimble Ned found a huge sword, almost as long as he
was, and strapped it about his waist and strutted
around the camp, trailing the weapon after him.
"Now, then,'' said he, "I'm ready for Mingler. He
can come after me with that ramrod jest as soon as he
wants to, after we get back to Winchester."
The party of colonists returned to their own camp
of the night before, taking their prisoner with them.
After a hurried breakfast, the young captain gave orders to remount and the return . to Winchester was
begun.
Had the rescued captive not proved to be Surefoot,
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undoubtedly George would have given pursuit to the
fleeing foe ; but as Surefoot had a report which Washington was eagerly awaiting, and since George's mission depended upon that report, the youth thought it
best to return to the post as quickly as possible.

CHAPTER VI.
STARTLING

NEWS.

"That Injun sentry that Clapham and I tackled came
within one of turning the tables on us," said Straight
Tongue, who rode beside his young captain whenever
the timbered course they were following made it possible for him to do so. "He was about the biggest red I
ever saw and as wide awake as a weasel. I crawled up
to him, but he had eyes in the back of his head, seemed
like, and jumped like a deer and gave that yell that
aroused the camp."
"As it turned out," answered George, "the alarm
made little difference.''
"We'd have taken more prisoners if your plan could
have been carried through, captain.''
"Possibly. But the main thing was to rescue Surefoot, and in that we succeeded.

It is a strange tale

Surefoot brings us, Straight Tongue."

Startling News.
"You mean about the two women prisoners Ruze is
carrying toward Du Quesne ?"
"Yes.

Ruze must have done some quick work after

be fled from us at that crossroads tavern ."
"He strikes his blows like lightning, captain. That's
what he's noted for."
"Who is this Tontorf ?"
"Tontorf le Diable the fellow is called."
"A suggestive name."
"And a name the villain fully deserves.

He is a

hunchback--"
"A hunchback!" exclaimed George, recalling the
dwarf in the jack boots whom he had seen in Cutwing's ordinary.
"Yes, captain.

Tontorf is a hideous, misshapen lit-

tle wretch, as cruel as he is ugly.
well mated; 'death' and the 'devil'!

He and Ruze are
A fine pair, in-

deed!"
For the rest of the journey Capt. Lee was busy with
his thoughts.

In the afternoon they clattered into Win-

chester, Nimble Ned sporting his long French sword.

Startling News.
The men were ordered to their quarters, Ned being
told to follow the captain and Straight Tongue, who
were to take the prisoner to Washing ton, and lead away
their horses when they had dismounted.
As the lad followed, Mingler, the one-eyed braggart ,
happened to catch sight of him.

Instantly Mingler' s

wrath fled to the surface and he started for his young
tormento r.
Nimble Ned did not run, however.

On the con-

trary, he pulled the long French sword from its scabbard, headed his horse in Mingler' s direction and
charged, shouting at the top of his voice and flourishing
the blade about his head.
Mingler, not expecting such a hostile move on the
boy's part, halted aghast.

Then, as Ned bore fiercely

down on him, he whirled in his tracks and raced off
down the street as fast as his legs could carry him.
The soldiers, accustomed to seeing matters reversed
and Mingler pursuing Ned, took huge delight in the
spectacle, and laughed and cheered as the chase proceeded. That a braggart is usually a coward was
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proved conclusively in Mingler's case.

He shouted

frantically as he ran, and occasionally he stumbled and
went head over heels, recovering his feet with difficulty
and dashing wildly on.

Finally he saved himself by

darting into a house.
Ned drew rein in front of the house and shook
his sword threateningly, then gave it a triumphant
wave, thrust it back into the scabbard and made his
way to headquarters, where the captain and Straight
Tongue were already dismounting with their prisoner.
Surefoot joined them and they all went in to report to
the chief.
Washington, as soon as he had been told of recent
occurrences, congratulated the young captain heartily
on the success of his foray.

But there was something

weighing on the chief's mind, as George could easily
see; and when all had been told, Straight Tongue and
Surefoot were ordered to take the prisoner into the
outer room and wait while the chief had a private talk
with the young captain.
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"It is strange how matters fall out sometimes,
George, " said the chief, in a serious tone.
"In what way, sir?'' asked the puzzled youth.
"You

will

know

presently," said Washin gton,

gravely . "The mission I have for you is nothing less
than the capture of this French fiend 1 Ruze, that cruel
wretch who has harried our borders ever since the defeat of Braddoc k."
"It is the work I should like above all others I" exclaimed George, with enthusiasm.
"The danger of it is great, but you are of a daring
nature and that fact will prove an incentive to you,
rather than otherwise.

From Surefoo t's report it

seems that Ruze and Tontorf have made another sortie
into our borders and have taken two young white
women prisoners ; also, that they are on the way to the
Ohio. Your work will be difficult, George; doubly difficult now that Ruze and his band are retreatin g into
what the French are pleased to call their own country.
I will not devise any plans for you, but will allow you
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to attend to that. You may take three or four men with
you, or a full company, just as you choose."
''You cannot spare many men, sir," returned the
youth.
"True ; yet I shall make it a point to spare as many as
you think you shall need."
"The fewer I take with me the better, sir, inasmuch
as I must go directly into the enemy's country. Two
or three men can mask their movements and do things
which would be i'rnpossible to a larger party."
"That is my idea exactly!" exclaimed Washing ton.
"Our plans appear to be the same, after all. Go, now,
to Mr. Ticknor' s house. You will find a friend of yours
there and he

wm

have startling news for you."

An

ominous look overspread the chief's face--a look that
startled and troubled the youth more than words can
tell.

"But do not lose heart, George," W ashingtan

added, resting a hand on his friend's shoulder. "You
are a soldier, my boy, and I expect you now to show
what stuff you have in you. While you are at Ticknor' s
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house, I will do my utmost to gather some information
from the prisoner you have brought in. Come to mp
again after you have talked with your friend."
The youth saluted and withdrew, greatly wrought
up over the veiled meaning of the chief's words. Who

was the friend at Ticknor's? And what was the

sta~

ling news which he had brought?
George lost no time in proceeding to the house in
question, and just as he entered the door he heard a fall
of quick feet and felt his hand caught in a convulsive
pressure.
"George I"
"F rank I Good hedvens, Vernon, what brings you
here?"
It was really Lieut. Vernon.

He wore the rifle cos·

tume of the Young Guardsmen and it bore traces of
much bard usage. His face was haggard and full of
foreboding. A quick fear darted to George Lee's heart.
Vernon remained moodily silent and George clasped his
arm tightly.

Startling News.
"Frank, has any misfortune happened to Amy and
Joanna? Quick, lad! Do not keep me waiting ."
Frank brushed a trembling hand across his forehead.
"I hardly have the heart to tell you, George," he answered in a hopeless tone. "My only regret is that I
live to be the bearer of such terrible tidings.

Amy and

Joanna have been carried away!"
''Where ? By whom?" George demanded, wildly.
"Where ?" echoed Frank, in a heavy tone. "I only
wish I knew. 1£ I had known that I should not have
come here. Nor do I know by whom, althoug h suspicion points strongly to Tontorf ."
"Tontor f !"
"Yes ; the ieader of the gang that set upon us was a
hunchback. I should have killed him had my pistol not
snapped and refused to fire. As it was I slew two of
the scoundrels before f was finally struck down unconscious. When I recovered my senses," Vernon added,
in a broken voice, "the chariot was gone and so were
the girls, and Scipio, who was driving. I was bruised
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and sore, but succeeded in dragging myself to an inn,
farther along the road. There I found the chariot and
horses, but not Amy or Joanna-not even Scipio. All
three of them had been c.auied· away-where, I could
not tell."
" Where did this happen, Frank?'' asked George. He
was very white and was only able to control himself
with a great effort.
"When we were close to Hampton, George. I did my
utmost to find some trace af the girls, traveling miles
up and down the diffeiient roads asking planters, tra'l-

ders, anyone and everyone I met. But I had only my
trouble for my pains. A• last, in despair, I rode on here
to tell you.

Yoo were away, so I told our chiei

George, tell me this : You do not blame me?"
"No, no I

How could you think of such a thing?

You did nobly, Frank. Tontorf set on you in force and
probably the result would have been the same had I
been there.

How many were there in the attacking

party?"
"I saw a dozen, at least."

Startling News.
"French and Indians ?"
"Only French -those I saw.

I had my hands full,

fighting the fiends off, and could not take many observations as to the number and kind of my foes. But
the hunchb ackr-I bad him under my pistol, as I said,
and if the piece had not missed fire our country would
have had one enemy the less. Ah, if we could only

get some track of the girls and their captors ! If we
oould only know where to go !"
"We have a dew, Frank," sai'd George, leaping at a
a:>nclusion whk.b had already crossed the keenly saga-

cious mind of Washin gton.
"A clew?" cried Vernon, a light of hope darting into
his eyes.
~·yes,

and a good one.

It only makes the situatio n

more desperate, however."

"I care not how desperate the situation is, George,
if only it dispels the uncertainty. Tell me what you

know, at once!"
Then the young captain repeated the story Surefoo t
had brought to camp-- how Ruze and Tontorf were
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traveling toward the Ohio along the old military road
with three prisoners, two young white girls and a black
servant.
Frank was greatly excited.
"Two young white girls and a black servant!" he exclaimed.

"They must be the ones-Joanna, Amy and

Scipio. Thank Heaven, they are still alive! But why
were they abducted, George? Have you any idea?"
A dark look came to the young captain's face, and
his eyes flashed fire.
"I cannot guess," he answered, "but if a hair of
Amy's head is injured I will have the lives of Ruze and
Tontorf. I swear it!"
"And I!" cried Frank, his handsome face glowing
with a fierce resolve.
"By Washington's orders, Frank," George went on,
getting contrc;>l of his grief-stricken faculties, "I was
summoned from Williamsburg by Straight Tongue with
a view to proceeding deep into the wilderness-into the
very lair of these. French fiends-and capturing Ruze
and Tontorf."
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"A desperate mission\" murmured Frank, who did
not know what fear was.

"Ay, lad, desperate! But yet I was iri love with the
work even before I knew that those helpless white prisoners were Amy and Joanna. Now I am mad with impatfence to get away."
"Are you to take a company of rangers with you?
Oh, if we but had o.ur Young Guardsmen here-Kenward Mason, Fighting Hal--"

'«I wish the

boys were here, Frank," interrupted

George, "but I do not .think it would be wise to go into
the woods in force.

Only two or three should go ; a ·

small party could slip into the enemy's lines and dodge
from point to point in a manner impossible for a larger
force."
"I shall go with you?" asked Frank.
"Yes ; and Straight Tongue. I think three of us will
be enough. We will go afoot and press on and on, by

day and night, until we find Tontorf and Ruze and
rescue the girls !"
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"We will!" declared Frank.
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"Let us start now,

within the hour."
"Stay --"
"Every moment lost places Ruze and his band of miscreants that much farther away."
"We must have a little time to make our prepara tions, Frank. We must not leave the post unprepared.
Then, too, the chief wants anothe r word with us.
Come; we will go to headquarters now."
Withou t wastin g a moment they left the Tickno r
house for anothe r call on the chief.

CHAPT ER VII.
THE START.

Washing ton was evidently expecting the youths and
greeted them with the kindly sympathy which he knew
so well how to show on such an occasion.
"I am proud of the spirit you are displaying, lads,"
he remarked . "You understa nd now, George, why I
thought it strange that the orders I had for you to start
in quest of Ruze should tally with what your desire
must be."
"We are more than anxious to be taking the road,
sir," spoke up Frank.
"I can see that very plainly. Your work will be full
of danger and did I not know the resourcefulness of
both of you I should hesitate to send you on an errand
that might seem one of certain destruction. But you are
well versed in woodcraft, and the fact that you accom. panied the Braddock expedition will have given you a
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useful knowledge of the country through which you
must pass."
"The French bullet has not been run that is destined
for either of us," the young captain asserted, confidently.
"So I think.

Straight Tongue was telling me of your

adventure at the crossroads tavern, George, the time
you had that encounter with Ruze. You did well, indeed, there. From that account, and from the account
of the abduction given by Lieut. Veynon, it seems fairly
certain that this incursion of Ruze1 and his marauders
had two objects in view."
"And they were?''
"First, the abduction of the young ladies, which has
proved successful; and, second, the capture of yourself, which was not so successful. Tontorf attempted
the one, and Ruze the other. After Ruze's failure, he
and his party must have joined Tontorf, who was
bringing the captives, and the band started at once for
Du Quesne."

The Start.
"But why should two helpless girls have been abducted? And why did Ruze try to capture me?"
"I have learned much about Ruze and his plans from
the French prisoner you brought in, George," the chief
returned. "You have an enemy, one Leroy, if I remember aright?"
The youth started as though from a sword thrust.
Leroy! That French spy had once sought the favor
of Mistress Amy Randolph and had been properly rebuked for his temerity. Could he be back of this nefarious work? George trembled at the very thought.
"What has Leroy to do with the matter, chief?" he
asked, in a trembling voice.
"Leroy, so the prisoner tells me, is a friend of Ruze's
and Tontorf's . He is at Fort Du Quesne."
Frank and George exchanged looks, full of indignation and anger.
"I am beginning to understand a little of all this,''
said the young captain, gloomily. "Ruze and Tontorf
went in disguise to William sburg-- "

The Start.
"That is like one of their audacious exploits !" interposed the chief.
"And while there," continued George, "Ruze found
out that the girls were intendi ng to go to Hampt on,
on the following day.

So the villains laid their plots."

"And also," said Frank, "they must have learned tha*
you, George, were to ride to Winch ester with Straigh t
Tongue .

Which explains the attack on you at the

crossroads tavern. "
"But why should Leroy want to have me captured,
and to tell Ruze to take pains and capture me alive?"
queried George, perplexed.
"Leroy had little to do with that,'' said the chief.
"A French captain has been capture d by some of our
forces and the prisone r said you were wanted in order to
effect an exchan ge."
"Did the prisone r know what was to be done with the
young ladies when Fort Du Quesne was reached ?"
asked George.
"If he knew he would not tell.

You have decided

to go with only three or four companions, George ?"
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"With only two companions, sir."
"Vernon will be one, of course.' !
"Yes; and Straigh t Tongue , if you will let me have
him, will be the other."
"You are to have whomever you wish. You will go
lightly equipped?"
"We will have guns and plenty of powder and ball,
sir," was the grim reply. "We will also take our haversacks and a small supply of food. Game is plenty and
flint, tinder and guns will supply us with fo rage by the
way, when our haversacks are empty.''
"That is the spirit!" exclaimed Washin gton, admiringly. "Such youths as you two will one day be the
safegua rd of our country.

When will you start?"

"Just as soon as we can make ourselves ready.''
The chief gave them an order on the quarterm aster
for everyth ing they might desire, and when the lads
left, shook them heartily by the hand and wished them
godspeed.
Straigh t Tongue was easily found. He had already
learned from the chief that bis daughte r, Joanna, was

The Start.
in the hands of the French, and had prepared himself
even before learning that the captain had selected him
to be one of the party. Had he not been selected, however, Straight Tongue would have plunged into the
wilderness alone.
When the youths came upon the scout, he was cleaning bis rifle, Nimble Ned standing by and asking many
questions which were answered but shortly, for the

brave trapper was deeply troubled.
"You've heard the whole story, captain? " asked
Straight Tongue, looking up.
"I've heard all there is to know, Straight Tongue,"
returned George.
"You're going to start after that fiend of a Ruze ?"
·~within

an hour."

"How large a party?"
"Three; you, Lieut. Vernon and myself."
"Say, cap'n," put in Ned, "ain't there room for me?"
"No, Ned."

"I could make myself mighty useful," persisted the
boy.
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"Possi bly; but there's too much dange r-I couldn't
think of taking you."
"Dang er!" sniffed Ned.

"I've smelt powder, cap'n,

you know that. Let me go with you !"
"No, no!"
"If you don't," insisted the boy, "Ming ler may kill

me.

He's as hot as a hornet over the way I chased
him with that French sword."
George was too preoccupied to answer.
"I though t you'd pick me for one of those who
was to go, captain," said Straig ht Tongu e, "so I lost no
time in getting ready. Frank , lad, we'll rescue Joann a
or we won't come back."
"Well said, Straig ht Tongu e," added Vernon, with
emphasis.
"We'll rescue both of the girls," spoke up George,
"and we'll have vengeance on Ruze and Tonto rf.
What is more, we'll all come back. Come, Frank ; let
us go and make ready."
Within the hour they had started, lightly equipped
in order to make a swift pursui t.

CHAPT ER VIII.
AN AMBUSH .

The military road, broken by the pioneers for the
expedition against Du Quesne, was thoroughly familiar
to all three members of the little party that set out from
Winches ter. As the crow flies, the distance the party
would have to travel to reach the confluence of the
Mononga hela and Allegheny rivers was about one
hundred and forty miles ; but a direct course could not
be taken, and the windings of the road made the distance a third or a half longer.
The course to be followed lay northwar d across the
Potomac, then by way of Great Meadows and Fort
Necessity to the Ohio.

Every step of the way was

through a country thick with hostile Indians, but for
two days after leaving Fort Loudon -as Washing ton
had dubbed the fortress he was building at Winchester
-not a redskin or a Frenchm an was encountered.
Hardy and trained to the ways of the frontier, the
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two youths and Straight Tongue pressed onward rapidly. They swam the Potomac on the night of the first
day out, holding their packages of clothing, supplies,
guns and ammunition over their heads and out of the
water.

Only an hour or two was snatched from the

pursuit for food and rest, as occasion demanded, then
on and on they sped with feet that seemed tireless.
Their failure to encounter any French or Indians
seemed strange, now that they were in the heart of the
enemy's country, and the scout shook his head ominously. All of the second day out he was more keenly
alert than usual, if that were possible.
"I'm sure we are being followed,'' said he, as they
were preparing to cross Wills Creek, some forty miles
beyond the point where they had crossed the Potomac.
"What makes you think that, Straight Tongue?"
asked George.
"Instinct, I reckon," answered the scout. "Instinct is
strong in a man that has been raised in the woods. I
haven't heard a sound from behind us, but I feel in my
bones that some one is following."
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"What could be the object?" asked Frank.
"There could be only one object, and that is to surround and hem us in at some point farther along."
"All we can do," said George, "is to be careful and
not let the foe catch us napping."
"If I had the time to spare," muttered Straight

Tongue, "I'd double back and make sure whether one
red or half a dozen were on our track. I feel, though,"
he added, "that every step we take ought to be in the
direction of the Ohio. Who can tell what the loss of
even an hour might result in?"
This was the general opinion, and instead of making
investigations in the rear, the party crossed the creek
and started off through the timber on the opposite
side. It was already dark, but a full moon was rising
and growing brighter and brighter.

The youths and

the scout were perhaps a quarter of a mile from the
creek when the latter halted abruptly.
"Listen!" said he.
George and Frank halted and all three bent their
heads. Behind them, distant but still distinct to their

An Ambush.
keen ears, they caught a splash of water in the creek,
as of some one crossing.
"There!" exclaimed Straight Tongue. "No deer, or
other animal, would be near the ford so soon after us."
"We are followed," said George, "there's no doubt of
that."
"But only by one man;' spoke up Frank.

"The

sounds we hear are only made by a single person."
"A white man," went on the scout. "No In jun would
make that amount of noise. I reckon we need not fear
a lone Frenchman, so come on."
The road had grown up to underbrush so that it was
little naore than a bridle path, threading the recesses
of the forest.

As the three adventurers sped on, the

bark of a fox echoed out on the right; almost instantly
this was answered by the call of a night bird on the left.
Again the scout drew to an abrupt halt.
"Those are pretty good imitations," said he, grimly,
"but I know the fox and the loon too well to be fooled."
"Another imitation," murmured George, as the hoot
of an owl broke the silence, directly ahead.
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"And there goes another," added Frank, as a whippoor-will called from behind.
"Surroun ded!" ejaculate d the scout. "It makes little
difference which way we go, and I move that we push
ahead at a run."
This maneuve r was carried out, but they had not run
a hundred yards before a flash of fire broke from a
covert beside the road and a perfect hail of bullets and
storm of arrows swept the way. But those in ambush
had not gauged the location of the youths and the scout
correctly, since their swift movements had carried them
well beyond the point where the firing had taken place.
The moon gave a bright light, by this time, yet the narrow aisle through the forest was shrouded in shadow
and the intended victims of the ambush could not be
seen.
Followin g the example of Straight Tongue, George
and Frank dropped to the earth, just as another whistling volley of bullets and arrows sped over the spot
where they had stood.

Some of the leaden and flint-

tipped missles sped low, an arrow driving its way
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through the young captain's sleeve and a ball passing
through the coonskin cap of the scout . .
Following this second fusillade there came a perfect
bedlam of terrifying yells, a crashing of brush and a
rush of moccasined feet. Then, if the youths and the
scout saved themselves, they knew it must be every
man for himself, and they rolled different ways into the
undergrowth .
"We'll meet near the Y oughiogheny," said George,
in a hoarse whisper, "providing we can escape."
"The crossing of the Youghiogheny," came instantly
from the scout, on the opposite side of the road.
"I'll be there if I live," added Frank.
The Indians were bowling like demons.

They had

their scalping knives ready and were searching the road
for the victims whom they felt certain they were to find
there.

As their search proved fruitless, their hideous

yells of triumph changed to shouts of baffled fury and
they scattered through the forest in quest of their fleeing foes.
George had rolled into the brush at the edge of the
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Once in the covert, he leaped erect and sprang

away, the fiendish cries of the redskins echoing in his
ears.
Night favored his flight inasmuch as it hid him from
the eyes of his pursuers; yet it also hid the fallen trees
and pitfalls in his way, and he had many a stumble and
fall as he ran onward. At last the yells of the savages
grew fainter and he halted at the edge of a small natural
clearing, to which his unwitting feet had carried him,
and looked backward.
The Indians had lighted torches to helr ·"' their search
and he could see the streaming lights circling hither and
yon between the trees.

As the moving flames came

slowly closer and closer toward where he was standing,
he whirled to dash across the cleared space and continue his flight through the woods on the other side,
The open stretch was lighted brilliantly by the moon,
and as he sped over it an arrow whistled past his ear,
so close that he could feel the wind of its flight. The
launching of the arrow was accompanied by the fierce
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hello of a savage, and he paused as his eyes encountered a form issuing from the timber line opposite.
Planting himself firmly, he threw his gun to his
shoulder and pulled trigger. The advancing form gave
a death yell, leaped high in the air and tumbled to the
earth. Both of the Indian's cries had been heard, however, and the death yell was answered by a score of
furious whoops that reverberated through the woods.
Two savages issued from the gloom and rushed upon
the youth before he had time to reload his gun.
The savages were armed with knives and were evidently intending to avenge their dead comrade at close
quarters. Clubbing his gun, the youth knocked

~ne

of

the redmen down, then closed with the other in a desperate struggle.
He had succeeded m grabbing the Indian's knife
hand at the wrist, thus preventing the use of the blade.
Although breathless from his run through , the timber,
the youth collected every ounce of strength at his command, knowing well that his life hung in the balance.
It was a terrible struggle and the young captain was
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doing his utmost to bring it to a speedy close, knowing that unless he escaped very shortly, the other Indians
would come in force and literally overwhelm him.
Down on the ground fell the Indian and the youth, the
former doing his best to free his hand and make deadly
use of the knife.
Over and over rolled the combatants, first one obtaining an advantage and then the other, but neither
being able to bring the fight to a finish.

At one time,

George had planted his knee on the Indian's breast and
was feeling for his own knife when, with a terrific
effort, the Indian overthrew him and himself rolled on
top.
For an instant, George saw the moonlight glimmer
on the upraised blade and then, the next moment, with
an almost superhum an exertion, he slipped clear of his
foe, sprang erect and struck out with his clinched fist.
The savage, seemingly, had a head of iron, for the
blow did not cause him the least concern.

With an

angry grunt, he once more rushed upon his adversar y.
Again George, quick as lightning, gripped the red-
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skin's bare arm. The arm was well coated with bear's
grease and the youth's hold was insecure. W ith a quick
move he flung his arms about the Indian's body and
threw him over bis head.

Before the savage could

scramble to his feet, George was upon him, ready to
give him his coup de grace.
But, by then, the Indian who had been knocked over
with the rifle had recovered his wits and the youth was
on the point of yielding his life in the one-sided combat.

Help came at the last moment and most unex-

pectedly. A fourth savage, armed with a sword, darted
into the clearing and, strange to relate, turned the sword
against the Indian who was attempting to deal the
young captain a thrust in th e back.
The sword flashed and the Indian fell, mortally hurt.
Terrified perhaps by the wonderful prowess of the
youthful paleface, the other savage wriggled clear and
struck into the timber, voicing blood-curdling cries at
every jump.
George Lee's head was fairly swimming and he was
all but spent with his terrible battle. He tried to rise,
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but stagge red and would have fallen had not the mysterious redski n with the sword lent him quick suppo rt.
"Hurry, cap'n, " came in an excited voice from the
suppos ed Indian ; "we'll be goners if we can't get out
of this in a might y big hurry. Where 's your gun? I
see it I Pull yourse lf togeth er, now, and come on. The
rest o' the whelps are comin ' an' I reckon there's more'n
a hundr ed of 'em, anywa y."
Georg e was too far gone to evmce much surpris e,
just then, and he stagge red after his rescuer. When
they had reached a point in the timber, some little
distanc e from the scene of the battle, they sat down on
a log to snatch a few mome nts' rest.
"Luck y I happen ed to be around , eh, cap'n ?" came
the voice of the supposed Indian again. "The red imps
though t I was one of 'em, an' that's why they didn't
do nothin ' to me.

But, cracky ! what a close call you

had!"
Georg e was now able to recognize the speake r fully
and his astoni shmen t was great.
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"Ned!" he exclaimed, "can it be possible that you are
here? I can hardly believe my eyes and ears."
A low, chuckling laugh came from the other.
"Better put in your time loadiri' your gun, cap'n,"
said Ned, "for you may need it pretty quick. It's me,
sure enough. I reckon I disobeyed orders again, but I
jest couldn't stay in Winches ter while you, an Frank
Vernon, an' Straight Tongue were goin' off on this expedition. Mingler might have killed me, you know."
"I think you saved my life, Ned," muttered George.
I

"I'm glad I was around to do what I could. Ain't
you?"
The last two words were spoken in a pleading tone,
as though Nimble Ned wished his superior to condone
his offense in leaving Winches ter a second time without
orders. Under the circumstances, it was impossible for
the youthful captain to feel angry at his subordinate.
"Yes, Ned," said he, reaching for the boy's hand,
"I'm glad you happened to be along.

Have you fol-

lowed us all the way from Winches ter?"
"That's what I have, cap'n. I left there pretty soon
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these
after you and the other two did. I had stripped
an' I
Injun togs off a dead redskin, several days before,
was keepin' 'em for use.

When I got clear of the

post I put 'em on."
"The n it must have been you we heard splashing
imacross Wills Creek," said George, profoundly
pressed with the lad's reckless courage.
"Tha t was me, cap'n."
r,
"I'm afraid you'll never learn to be a good soldie
Ned," said George.
"I don't care," return ed the boy. "I'm a pretty good
turn
fighter, anyhow, and I'm glad I had a chance to
's bethis Frenc h sword on some o' the Injun s. What
come of Fran k an' Strai ght '.fongue, cap'n ?"
his
"I don't know, lad," answered the youn g captain,
they
heart heavy as he thoug ht of his companions. "If
been
had as hard a time as I did it may be they have
exslain. That ambush was well plann ed; we were
was
pectin g trouble of some kind, but did not know it
so close upon us."
"We' re not out of the trouble yet, cap'n ," whispered
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the boy, pointing through the trees toward the clearing.

"Look there l The rest of the reds have found

the braves that were killed and if we don't hurry away
they'll be after us like a pack o' wolves."
George, by means of the rising moon, was able to take
his bearings and when the flight was continued laid a
course westward in the direction of the Youghiogheny.
Swiftly as specters they sped on, bent on placing the
greatest possible distance between themselves and their
bloodthirsty foes as quickly as they could.
When they again halted, the flaring torches were out
of sight and the savages out of hearing.

CHAP TER IX.
IN THE ENEMy 'S HANDS .

"I don't think we'd better stop here, cap'n," said
Nimble Ned. "We can't see nor hear anythin' of the
Injtms , but I don't think we're far enough away to be
safe."
"I can't leave the scene of that ambush, Ned," answered the young captain, resolut ely, "until I know
something about the fate of Verno n and Straig ht
Tongu e."
"Ye don't mean to go back there? " gasped the boy.
"Not just now," George replied, "but I think we'll
camp here until daylight and then go back."
"It'll mean death or capture, sure."
"That is as may be, lad.

I cannot abandon my

Possibly it will be well for us to get back
closer to the old Du Quesne road; then, if the French
and Indian s go along it we'll be able to find out wheth er
friends.

they have any prisoners or-or scalps."
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The last word came with an effort.

George looked

upon his own escape from the red demons as almost a
miracle and could not see how either of his companions
would be able to get away. Nevertheless, he hoped
agains t hope. Both Verno n and Straig ht Tongu e were
well versed in the methods of Indian warfar e, and if
there was a single chance of saving themselves Georg e
knew they would not fail to take full advan tage of it.
"Jest as you say, cap'n," said Ned, whose devotion
to the young captain was well known by everyone. " If
you think best to wait around here, why that suits me,
no matter how thick the Injuns are."
"It is dange rous," return ed George, "but I think it
best."
"But where 's the road, cap'n? If you can find that,
in the dark, you can do more than I can."
As before stated, the captain of the Young Guard smen was familiar with the road. When he had rolled
out of the path, he recalled that he had rolled to the left
and he knew that he had not since crossed the road and
had been fleeing as near west as he could lay his course.
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It followed, therefore, that the road must be somewhere
to the right.
After half an hour's rest, the captain and the boy got
up and started in the direction where they believed the
road to lie. Fortune favored them, for they found it
after something like an hour's search. They were now
between their enemies and the Y oughiogheny River
and the Indians, in case they were returning to Fort
Du Quesne, would have to pass them. Taking up a
position well to one side, George and Ned prepared to
pass the night, listening and watching vigilantly.
"Do you know, Ned," the young captain asked, in a
low tone, "whethe r there were any Frenchmen with
the Indians? "
"I didn't see any," answered the boy. "It was pretty
dark, though, an' I didn't have any time to look around
for Frenchm en."
"Did you see any Indians armed with guns?"
"No."
"It must be that there are some Frenchmen with the
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party, then, for both bullets and arrows were shot at
us, back there on the road."
"I reckon you're right. The French haven't got any
more guns than they need for themselves, so I don't
reckon they'll spare any for the reds. Cracky, but I'm
hungry!" the boy added.
"There was a little food left in my haversack," said
George, "bµt I lost it during the fight with the redskins.
I was lucky, I take it, not to lose my powder horn and
bullet pouch along with the haversack."
"I think that Master Franklin made a big mistake
in that almanac of his," murmured Ned, rubbing his
gnawing stomach as he spoke.
"How so, Ned ?" asked George.
"Why, poor Richard says, 'At the workingman's
house, hunger looks in, but cannot enter.' I've worked
pretty hard, the last two days, cap'n, but here I am as
hungry as a wolf.''
"What did you live on while you were followitig
Vernon, Straight Tongue and me?"
"Oh, I brought a small supply of eatables from Win-
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chester, but that was all gone early this morning.

I

was jest tryin' to overtake you an' get somethin' to eat
when the reds sprang their trap." '
''You ought to have brought a gun with you, Ned,
instead of that sword," said George.

"Suppose you

had lost track of us, what would you have done for
food?"
"I didn't intend to lose track of you, so I didn't think
about that. Besides, I couldn't get a gun; I had to leave
Winchester so soon in order to follow you."
"Have you any means for making a fire?

I had a~

flint and sceel, but they were in my haversack."
''You furnish the game, cap'n, an' I'll furnish the
fire," the boy replied.
"Some time to-morrow, then, perhaps we can do a
little foraging, but it won't be well to use any firearms
until we know that our foes are not in hearing.

And

the very first thing, Ned, we must discover what fate
has befallen our friends.

'Want of care does us more

damage than war.t of knowledge.' That is also one of
Master Franklin's sayings, and it fits the case very pat
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just now. Let us have a care to keep silent as well as
watchful- or we may find ourselves fast in the power
of the savages."
The advice was good and the two became quiet. The
night was long, but at last it wore away without bringing the foe, or any sign of them.

Nimble Ned, al-

though he tried to keep awake and bear his share of
the watching, had gone to sleep in spite of himself.
At the first trace of day, George aroused his companion and they began pushing stealthily back towards
the scene of the preceding night's ambush.

They had

not gone far on their way when, with a suddenness that
was startling, a sharp cry broke on their ears from the
direction of the road.
"Help ! help!"
It was an English word, lustily given.

It was not

the voice of Straight Tongue, nor yet of Vernon, but
George felt positive a fellow countryma n must be in
distress, and did not hesitate to run at top speed toward
the road.

Nimble Ned followed him swiftly.
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The cry ceased as suddenly as it had begun, and
when the young captain reached the road he was surprised to find no one there. Thinking the frantic summons must have come from farther down, he raced
in that direction, clasping his gun tightly and making
ready to use it without a moment's delay in case there
was need.
A sharp bend lay directly ahead, thick brush masking
its opposite side. As George ran around this bend, the
sharp crack of a gun rang out spitefully. Instantly he
felt a sting as of a hot iron touching his side and all
his strength seemed drawn from his body as if by magic.
The gun dropped from his nerveless hands, he tossed
up his arms and staggered a moment, then fell backward to the ground.
A shout of fury burst from Nimble Ned.

Spring-

ing forward he planted himself across his captain's
prostrate form and slashed his sword through the air
over his head.
"Stand back!" he yelled.

"I'll cut down the first

man o' ye that dares to lay a hand on Cap'n Lee!"
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George had not lost consciousness and he raise
d himself on one arm and looked down the road.
Ther e he
saw a party of at least a dozen, half the numb
er Fren ch
and the other half Indians.

The leader of the party

wore the unifo rm of a Fren ch lieutenant. All
but the
lieutenant were laugh ing mockingly at the boy
with the
swor d-an d partl y, no doubt, at the success of
the trick
they had played.

"M orbleu!" the leader exclaimed, stretc hing
out his
swor d and haltin g those of his men who were
maki ng
ready to rush upon the Engl ish provincials.
The next
mom ent he addre ssed his band in the Fren ch
tongue,
and they fell back. "Zat ees Capt. Lee, you
say? " the
lieutenant went on, in his best English.
"Thi s is Cap' n Lee," Ned answered, fiercely, "an'
not
one o' ye shall fouch him! If ye do, it'll be
over my
dead .body ."
"We haf been looking for ze brave Capt
. Lee,"
drawled the Fren chma n, "an' we haf ze idea some
English were aroun d, so I call out for help in ze
Engl ish
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tongue. Sapristi! We did not think eet was Capt. Lee
zat would come, You are two of zose who were in ze
fight last night? And why you dress like ze Indian,
boy?"
"I ain't goin' to tell you anythin'," Ned cried back,
angrily. "You have shpt Cap'n Lee an' you'll be made
to pay for it.

Gen. Washington will make you smart

for this!"
A sneer crossed the lieutenant's face.
"We will take care of zis Washington," he answered,
"and we will take ze best of care of you, too.
Lee is ze man we want.

Ha!

boy, or I will haf you shot dead.

Capt.

Down wiz zat sword,
You hear?"

"Shoot if ye want to," answered Ned, recklessly.

"I

won't desert Cap'n Lee."
George felt himself growing weaker and weaker by
swift degrees.

He had been wounded in the side and

the blood was trickling over the breast of his hunting
shirt.

But he had two thoughts for Ned, just then,

where he had one for himself.
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"Ned !" he called.
"Are ye badly hurt, cap'n ?" queried Ned, never talCing his eyes from the foes in front.
"Not seriously, I think," George answered.
can do nothing, lad, against all those men.

"You

They set

a trap for us."
"Jest like a lot o' scurvy Frenchies !" interjected the
boy, hotly.
"And we ran into it," continued George.

"Surren-

der, Ned, or they'll kill you."
"I won't!" answered the boy, stubbornly.
"I'm your superior officer, Ned, and I command you
to yield to them ! You must obey orders."
"I'd a heap rather die along with ye, cap'n, than--"
"Neither of us will die if you do as I tell you," returned the young_ captain, sternly.
Thereupon Ned flung down his sword and stepped
sulkily to one side.

The French captain came forward

followed by his band.
"You took part in ze fight last night, Capt. Lee?"
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asked the lieutenant, halting- at George's side and looking down at him.
Before George could answer, a guttural shout broke
from one of the Indians, and he hurled himself toward
the wounded youth, knife in hand.

The lieutenant met

the savage with the point of his sword, and ordered
him back.
The redskin thereupon began speaking in a patois
half French and half Mingo; as the lieutenant listened,
his face cleared.
"Ze Mingo say you are one of ze men who fought
last night, Capt. Lee," proceeded the Frenchman.
say you and ze boy kill two of his tribe.

"He

Ah ! ha!

I

am glad we haf made you ze prisoner."
Turning away, he addressed one of the others, in
French, and the man spoken to gave up his gun to a
comrade and knelt to examine the youth's hurt.

After

the examination, he spoke in his own tongue to the
lieutenant.
"Your injury is serious, Capt. Lee," went on the
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officer, addressing George; "and now zat I know who
you are, I am ver' sorry zat you was shot.

Still, we

will do ze best for you zat we can."
Some strips of cloth were secured, and George's
wound was bandaged as well as could be under the
circumstances.

While the wound was being attended

to, one of the Frenchmen and two of the Indians bound
Ned's hands at his back, while some of the rest set
about constructing a litter of tree branches.
"It was you who called for help, was it, lieutenant?"

inqujred

G~orge.

"Zat was ze ruse I played, captain," laughed the lieutenant.

"I haf call like zat all along ze road, hoping

we catch one of ze men who got away last night."
"They all got away?" queried the youth, quickly.

"Oui, captain! All, except you and ze boy."
George felt a great relief at this.
Straight Tongue had escaped, after all!

Vernon and
Probably they

were even then awaiting for him at the Youghiogheny
crossing.
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"Was it you who laid that ambush last night?"
George went on, bent upon getting all the information
he could while he was able, for his weakness continued
to grow.

It was only a question of a short time, he felt

sure, before he should be beyond speech.

"Oui, captain," replied the lieutenant.

"Our scouts

see you come on ze road and we make ze ambush."
"Are these all the men under your command?"
The lieutenant gave a shrug.
"I haf planty more, captain.
looking for you and ze ozzers.

Zey are off in ze woods
Zey will come on to

Fort Du Quesne after we arrive."
"Is Leroy at Fort Du Quesne ?"
"Leroy?
on duty.
Ha!

Non, captain.

He is away from ze fort

You are acquaint wiz ze Capt. Leroy, eh?

So he say."

"Are there any English prisoners at the fort, lieutenant?"
The officer flung up his hands and gave another
shrug.
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"Ah, captain," he answered, "you ask me not any
questions, I tell you not any lies."
By that time the litter was ready and the young
provincial was laid upon it and lifted and borne away
by four Indian braves.

The movements of his bearers

in carrying him caused him excruciati ng pain, and by
slow but steady degrees he sank into unconsciousness.

. . .... j

CHAPTER X.
FORT DUQUESN E.

On regaining consciousness, George found himself in
a small room, of which logs, chinked with clay, formed
one of the sides.

At intervals, in the log wall, small

openings were pierced.

The youth was lying on a

cot, and Nimble Ned sat close by in a chair, dozing and
half asleep.
"Ned !" George called.
"Cap'n !" cried the boy, in great delight, as he sprang
from the chair and ran to the cot.
I'm so glad ye're alive!

"Oh, oh, cap'n,

I thought ye wasn't ever gain'

to come back to yourself any more."
There were tears in the boy's eyes, as he caught his
captain's hand and gave it a convulsive pressure.
"Why, you foolish fellow," answered George, much
touched by Ned's manner, "you did not think I should
die from such a small wound, did you?"
"But you have been out o' your wits so long, cap'n I"
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"How long?"
"Almost two days-all the while you were bein'
brought here."
"Here ? Where are we, Ned ?"
"At Fort Du Quesne, cap'n.
fore.

You've been here be-

Don't you recognize the place ?"

"I don't recognize this room,"

Georp-~

answered,

turning his head to give another look around.

"We

are prisoners, then?"
"That's it, cap'n.

The Injuns got tired carryin' you

-they said you was about dead, anyway, an 1 they
wanted to finish you, an' not be bothered with you.
That lieutenant, though, made 'em keep on.

If it

hadn't been for him, I reckon that neither of us would
have got here."
"So we are prisoners? "
"Yes, cap'n.

We only reached the fort about two

hours ago, an' you'd have thought the mounseers had
captured Washingto n himself, the way they carried
on.

The colonel in command had them take the ropes

off o' me so I could look after you.

They fixed things

Fort Du Quesne.
so I couldn't get away, though, even if I had wanted to
leave you-whic h, of course, I wouldn't have done,
nohow.

The door of the room is locked, an' there's a

sentry walking up an' down in front of it all the time."
"Are there any other English prisoners here?"
"Not any that I know of, cap'n.

If I could only

understan d this French lingo, I reckon I could have
found out somethin'.

As it is, though, I don't know

anythin' more about any other prisoners bein' here than
you do."
"Is Ruze here, or Tontorf?"
"I don't know either of 'em when I see 'em, cap'n."
"Tontorf is a hunchback."
"Then he's here.

I saw a hunchback when we were

brought in."
"Who is the colonel in command? "
"Contrecoeur, I think they call him.
here with that lieutenant to see you.

He has been

They came with

a doctor, who dressed and bandaged your wound.
They're awful anxious for you to get well, cap'n; I
could see that."
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"They want to exchange me for one of their own
officers who has been captured by our side," explained
George.

"I am valuable to them, you see, and that is
the reason they are so anxious for me to get well. It
also explains why the lieutenant wouldn 't allow the
Indians to leave me on the road, Ned."
"Bein' a prisoner ain't half bad, cap'n.

These
Johnnies live a whole lot better than we do, an' I've had
all I could eat. You must be hungry yourself, ain't
ye?"
"I feel as though I could eat something, Ned," answered George.
"Then I'll hammer on the door.

I was told to do
that, anyway, the minute you got your wits back."
He started for the door as he spoke.
"Wait a minute, Ned," called George.

"Come close

to me so I can whisper to you-it won't do to have what
I say reach anyone's ears but yours."
The boy drew close and bent over the cot.
"I suppose you know that Vernon, Straigh t Tongue
and I left Winche ster by Washin gton's order?"
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"I knew that, cap'n."
"But we also left there to find two young ladies who
were carried off by this hunchback, Tontorf."
Ned's eyes twinkled.

"I heard about that, too, cap'n.

You were to capture

Ruze an' Tontorf, eh?"
"Hist!
that."

You must not even breathe a whisper about

George heaved a bitter sigh of regret.

"It

looks very much as though I should not be able to do
very much toward carrying out the chief's orders, being
wounded, as I am, and in the hands of the enemy, to
boot.

I hope that the scout and Vernon have escaped.

Everything will depend on them, now."
Ned was not slow to see how greatly dispirited the
young captain was over his misfortunes.
"Cheer up, cap'n," he said.

"When you get well

again, I reckon there'll still be somethin' left for you to
do."
"Did you hear anything about how long I am likely
to be laid up with this wound, Ned?"
"That frog-eater that talks English said that maybe
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it would be two weeks before you could get off your
bed."
George groaned in his heaviness of spirit.
"And when I am up and around, I suppose they'll try
to exchange me for this French officer.

Well, all I can

do will be to make the most of it, and get well as soon
as I can.

What I want you to do, Ned, is to keep your

eyes open, and see if you can find out' whether those
young ladies are here at Du Quesne, and--"
At that moment there came the rattle of a lock on
the outside of the door.

Ned at once withdrew from

the cot and seated himself in the chair, nodding his
head, to signify that he understood the young captain's
orders and would carry them out if he could.
The door opened, and the lieutenant came in accompanied, evidently, by Col. Contrecoeur, the commandant.
Fort Du Quesne had undergone many
during its comparatively short existence.

vicissitud~s

\Vashingto n

himself suggested the erection of a fort at the confluence of the Allegheny and the Monongahela, and the
work was begun by provincials, and then captured and
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Although it had been repeat-

edly threatened, it had since remained in French hands.
The commandant was a typical Frenchman, but, unlike the lieutenant, he had no command of English.
"Ze captain is himself again," remarked the lieutenant. Then, turning on Ned, he demanded: "Why did
you not tell .ze sentry ze captain was recovered?

Zat

is what you was told."
"I was jest goin' to, lieutenant," grinned Ned, "when
you came in."
"Ze sentry hear you talk; he send word to ze colonel,
and we come."

The lieutenant turned to George.

"Capt. Lee," he went on, "zis is Col. Contrecoeur."
The commandant smiled and twisted his mustaches,
then said something in French to his subordinate.
"Ze colonel say," translated the lieutenant, "zat he
hope you feel bettair, and zat you soon get around.
Zen you will be exchange. Zat make you glad, eh?"
"I shall be glad to get well.

I am obliged to you,

lieutenant, for not letting the Indians kill me on the
way here.''
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"Zat is nothing," protested the lieutenant; then added
with a shrewd smile: "You are worth more to us alife,
captain, zan you would be dead."
"Which is a fortunate thing for me," said George,
dryly.

"I wish you would ask your commander for

me, lieutenant, why he makes war on women?"
"What you say?" cried the lieutenant.
George repeated his words, Col. Contrecoeur watch·
ing both the youth and his officer with deep interest.
"No Frenchman does that, captain," said the lieu·
tenant.
"Ruze la Mort and Tontorf le Diable are here?" went
on George.
"And if they are?"
"They brought some prisoners with them, did they
not?

Two ladies and a negro slave?"

"Well, if so ?"
"You cannot deceive me, lieutenant!" cried George,
throwing all his strength into the words.

"The abduc·

tion of those ladies was an outrage, such as I should
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in any way.

Leroy is a scoundrel and--"

The lieutenant fluttered his hand angrily.
"You shall say nothing against my friend to me,
captain !" broke in the lieutenant.
"Why have Ruze and Tontorf brought the ladies
through the wilderness to this post?" demanded George.
"Zat is something I do not know."

And the officer

gave an expressive shrug.
At this point the commandant's curiosity got the better of him, and he interjected a few words, evidently
asking what the sharp talk was all about.

The lieu-

tenant answered, and the commandant also gave a
shrug.

When the lieutenant again addressed the pris-

oner he had gotten himself well in hand again.
"Ze colonel desires you to get well so quick as possible, captain," said he, "and ze boy will be left with
you.

But beware!

You cannot escape, so do not

make ze attempt."
The two officers then withdrew.

George was fairly

certain, less from what the lieutenant had said thar
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from the way he acted, that Amy and Joanna were in
the fortress.

If so, how were they to be rescued from

among that large number of enemies?
must be effected, in some way.

Yet the rescue

The youth had vowed

to succeed, or to yield up bis own life in the attempt.
As he lay on the cot, revolving the matter in his
mind, a soldier entered the room with food.

The sol-

dier waited until the food was eaten, then went out
with the empty dishes.
After his meal, George continued to think over the
situation.

The conclusion he finally arrived at was that

everything must now b~ left in the hands of Vernon and
Straight Tongue.

If they were not free to render their

aid, then the young captain's mission on the frontier
must prove a dismal failure.

Presently the youth, ow-

ing to his extreme weakness, fell asleep.
For two weeks after regaining consciousness m the
fort, matters continued to drift in a haphazard way, so
far as George was concerned.

Nimble Ned remained

with him, the two sharing the same room, being so carefully held that neither was allowed to stir outside.
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The young captain's wound healed nicely, and he
continued to gain rapidly in strength.

In ten days he

was able to leave his bed and dress, and four days
more found him feverishly impatient to be doing something to rescue Amy and Joanna and to carry out his
chief's orders.
As Ned had not been allowed to leave the prison
chamber, he had been unable to make any observations
of any kind.

So George could not discover whether

Vernon and Straight Tongue were also prisoners, or
not.
As for Amy and Joanna, as before stated, he was
fairly certain they were at Du Quesne; and if they were
there, undoubtedly Scipio was there, as well.
Through the portholes in the log wall George and
Ned were able to look out on the east side of the fortress, watching the parties of French and Indians who
were continually going and coming on their murderous
exploits.

Often these bands returned in high feather,

whooping lustily and waving scalps which they had
taken in· the foray.
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The young captain's heart sickened at the sight, for
he knew the horrid trophies spoke of success against his
fellow countrymen, and the desire to escape burned
more fiercely than ever in his bosom.
On the tenth day after his imprisonment in the fort
began-the first day he left his cot-George saw Ruze
and Tontorf fare forth at the head of a large party.
Then, if he had had a weapon of any kind, he would
have shot through one of the portholes and laid Ruze
in his tracks, no matter what fate would have befallen
him for so doing.
Three days later Ruze and Tontorf returned, leading
their pack of wolfish followers.

Nearly every one of

the party had scalps, and the woods echoed and reechoed with their fiendish yells.
"Oh, if I had a gun, if I had a gun !" muttered
George, clinching his hands.
"Me, too, cap'n," spoke up Ned.

"If we both had

guns, I reckon Ruze an' Tontorf would have taken their
last scalps, eh?"
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George did not reply, but went over and sat down on
the cot, holding his head in his hands.
Lieut. Mornay-the officer who spoke English--and
Col. Contrecoeur, did not neglect the young captain.
But they had a special object in view in calling.

They

wanted to find out something about Washington-how
many troops he had and what he was intending to do.
But not much did they learn from Capt. Lee, or from
Nimble Ned, and finally they gave up trying to secure
any information.
On the afternoon of the day following that which
witnessed the return of Ruze and Tontorf, while George
and Ned were sitting in their prison chamber, a most
unexpected and startling thing happened.

An arrow flew into the room through one of the portholes, flashed across the apartment and buried itself in
the opposite partition, barely missing Nimble Ned's
head.
For an instant the boy was too astounded to speak;
then, when he had once more gotten control of his
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voice, he began to denounce the supposed treacherous
act in angry terms.
"Jest like these Frenchies," he grumbled.

"If they

want to kill one or the other of us, cap'n, why don't they
lead us out, stand us against a wall an' do the job up
right?

But, no; they've got to skulk around an' pepper ·

at us through the portholes.

Then they can claim that

some Injun did the trick, and they won't be called to
task for killin' a couple of defenseless prisoners."
"It was a good archer who fired that arrow, Ned,"
said George.
"A good shot with a bow, all right, cap'n," g rumbled
the lad, "but I haven't any admiration to waste on the
arrow that came so near takin' my life."
Suddenly, as George continued to gaze at the haft of
the arrow, a muttered exclamation fell from his lips,
and he started up from his chair and crossed the room.
"What's the matter, cap'n ?" queried N ed.
"Hist!" whispered George, in considerable excitement.

"This arrow was not intended to take either

your life or mine.

It bears a message for us !"
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"A message?" gasped Ned.
For answer, George tore the arrow from the wall and
walked back with it to his chair.

Then he showed his

companion a bit of folded white linen, firmly bound to
the shaft where the feathers winged it.
"Cracky !"muttered the amazed Ned.

''Who can be

firin' messages at us like that?"
"Some friend, you may be sure of that," answered
George, as, with trembling hands, he began removing
the buckskin thread that held the cloth.

"Push the

arrow out of one of the portholes, lad," he added, when
the folded cloth was removed; "it will not do to have
our captors find that here."
Ned did as he was told.

While he was about it, the

young captain had unfolded the cloth.
"What do ye find, cap'n ?" queried Ned, returning
from the log wall.
"It is from Straight Tongue," answered George, in
an exultant undertone.

"Listen, Ned."

Thereupon he read as follows :
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"Vernon and I have discovered where your prison
is, and are taking a great risk in sending this message
to you, but feel that we must chance the attempt. Tomorrow, you, Ned, Mistresses Amy and Joan and Scipio will be started down the Ohio in a batteau, under
guard of Ruze and Tontorf. Be on the alert. If you
can free your hands, so as to take part in what happens,
do so. If not, rest easy and leave all to us. We are
to try a desperate plan to rescue you and the other prisoners. Be sure and destroy this.
"STRAIGHT TONGUE."

CHAPT ER XI.
THE FIGHT ON THE RIVER.

The joy of the two prisoners on receiving this message from Straight Tongue may be imagined, perhaps,
much better than described.

The good scout had not

been captured, after all, and neither had Vernon. On
the contrary, they had been hiding in the vicinity of
Fort Du Quesne, awaiting an opportun ity to come to the
rescue of their friends.
Amy, Joanna and Scipio were really in the fort!
And why were they to be taken down the Ohio? That
was a question, of course, which George could not
answer ; yet he was glad that such a move was to be
attempted, since it afforded Straight Tongue and Vernon a chance for which they had been waiting.
Keyed up to the highest pitch of excitement, George
and Ned, after destroyin g the bit of linen containing
the message, waited as patiently as they could for what
was to come. That night they hardly slept, and, if
anything , their excitement grew as morning advanced.
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Their food was broug ht them, as usual, the soldier
waitin g while they ate. They endeavored to appea r as
depressed and spiritless as ever, but must have made
sorry work of it, for the soldier looked at them from
time to time in a suspicious way, and jabbered something in Frenc h as he picked up the empty dishes and
went out.
An hour after the meal had been eaten, Col. Contrecoeur and Lieut. Morn ay appeared.
"You are to go down ze rivaire, Capt. Lee," remarke d the lieutenant.
"Dow n the river! " exclaimed George. ''\Vhy , you
will be taking me directly away from the Engli sh settlements.

I thoug ht I was to be exchanged ?"

"Zere will be no excha nge," answered the lieutenant,
gloomily.

"Zese Pennsylvania Engli sh will not haf you

for ze Frenc h capta in; so you will go to a safer place
down ze rivaire.

You feel quite well, eh?"

"I protest against being taken down the river I" cried
Georg e.
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Lieut. Mornay tossed his hands.
"You may protest, m'sieu le captain, but you go down
ze rivaire jess ze same. Ze soldiers are waiting to take
you to ze batteau."
The colonel then called, in a loud voice, and six soldiers marched in.

One of them carried buckskin

thongs, and Nimble Ned's hands were bound behind
him.

The soldier, after binding Ned, stepped to

George.
"Pardon, captain," said the lieutenant, "but you will
understand, eh?

You must have on ze cords to make

safe."
As George put his right hand behind him, he winced.
His wound was so nearly healed that he did not really
feel any pain, but he pretended to do so, thinking the
cords would be insecurely tied, as a consequence .
The colonel, seeing the look of pain on the prisoner's
face, spoke to the lieutenant.
"Ze colonel say," continued the lieutenant, to George,
"zat you may haf your hands bound in front, so bring
your hands ze ozzer way."
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The youth placed his wrists together m front of
him, and they were loosely bound in this position.
"Zat is all," went on the lieutenant.

" Now we will

go."
The colonel gave more orders to the soldiers, and the
prisoners were marched out into the quadrangle of the
fortress, three guards on either side of them.
The sun was blinding, and George and Ned, coming
out of their dark little room, could see very little for
several mGments.

Then, as their eyes grew accustomed

to the glare, they saw that the inclosure was thronged
with French soldiers.

They looked in vain for Amy

and Joanna, however, and for the moment the young
captain's heart sank like lead.
after all ? he asked himself.

Was there a mistake,

Were the girls not to be

taken down the river with them?
There was only a brief halt in the quadrangle, and
then George and Ned were conducted through the gate
of the stockade and down to a little cove of the Monon-

gahela.
It seemed good to the prisoners to have the fresh
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earth under their feet once more, and the blue sky overhead. In the cove, two large batteau s were drawn up.
One of the boats was already loaded with provisions,
passengers and a redskin crew to ply the paddles.
Tontor f le Diable was in charge of this boat. He
had shed his jack boots and snuff-colored clothe s-worn
only as a disguise while paying his reckless visit to
Willia msbur g-and had donned a buckskin costume,
which, if possible, made his misshapen form only more
hideous.
There were six savages in the batteau with him, and
bows and quivers of arrows were flung in an indiscrimina te heap on the boxes and bales in the waist of the
craft.

Among these primitive weapons were two fire-

locks with powder horns and bullet pouches.
George took in these small details at a glance.

Then

he gave a start, and a cry escaped his lips :
"Amy! "
He would have flung himself forward, had not two
of the soldiers stayed him.
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"George!" came a thrilling cry from the loaded batteau.
Amy and Joanna, wearing the garb of Indian girls,
were seated on a bear skin near one end of the boat.
As Arny cried out her lover's name, she rose, as though
to leap ashore and run to him.

Tontorf, however,

caught her and pushed her back.
"Sit down l" he ordered, fiercely.
Joanna, who bad been bred to the frontier and its
perils, was more collected than her companion, and
caught her arm and whispered to her reassuringly.
Scipio, as George saw a moment later, was also
aboard the batteau; he was not bound in any way, but
had been supplied with a paddle-fr om which it was
evident that &e &ad been impressed into the service of
working the boat.
He was sullen and angry, but a gleam came to his
eyes as they rested on the form of the young captain.
Tontorf, anxlous to cut short the scene at the bank, gave
an order to the redskins.

The paddles fell, and the

batteau shot out into the river.
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Scipio, wrought up at the sight of "Marse Gawge" in
the role of a prisoner, was slow to make use of his oar,
and Tontorf leaped at him with a snarl of rage, striking
him a heavy blow.
The slave seemed about to retaliate, but one of th-e
savages leaned forward and evidently said something to
him which caused him to get to work with the rest.
Ruze had charge of the second batteau, and he
grinned sardonically as George

~.nd

Ned were made to

step 2.board and seat themselves on a heap of skins,
piled amidships.

Ruze had shed his Blenheim wig,

which had received such rough treatment at the hands
of Master Henry in Cutwing's taproom, as well as the
nondescript regimentals.

He was now attired in fron-

tier costume, like his lieutenant.
In this boat, also, the weapons belonging to the crew
had been laid aside.

It was noticeable, however, that

Ruze, unlike Tontorf, clung to his gun.

He also had

a sword strapped about his waist.
Col. Contrecoeur and Lieut. Mornay stood, a few
paces in front of the soldiers and others on the bank,
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apparently determined to make sure that the prisoners
got safely away.
"Lieute nant," cried George, "I demand to know
where these men are taking us."
"Zat is something I cannot say, captain," answered
the wily Frenchm an.
"Is Leroy down the river?

Are you taking us to

him?"
The officer neither admitted nor denied this, but the
expression that crossed his face filled the young captain
with a foreboding that he had guessed aright.

Well he

knew the fate that would overtake him if given into
Leroy's hands! And the fate of Mistress Amy, as well.
He ground his teeth at the thought .

Truly, there

would be a grievous end to the adventu re unless
Straigh t Tongue and Vernon succeeded in carrying out
their plans of deliverance.
At a word from Ruze, the second batteau followed
the first into midstream. George, his eyes constantly
followin g the other boat, saw Amy turn and look toward
him. She waved her hand reassuringly, and he plucked

The Fight on the River.

141

up heart to see her so courageous under such evil fortune. There was no telling all the hardships she must
have suffered during her captivity and travels through
the wilderness, and George was thankfu l to see her in
good health and possessed of such noble spirit.
It was not long until the two boats swept out into

the broader expanse of the Ohio and passed a bend
which hid the fort from sight. Tontorf 's batteau kept
the lead, Ruze's craft following at a distance of about
a hundred feet.
Heedin g the suggestion contained in the scout's message, George had been covertly working to release him·
self of the thongs about his wrists.

Because he was

wounded, his wrists had not been so securely lashed as
had Ned's, and before they had been five minutes afloat
the young captain was pleased to find that he could slip
his bonds at a moment's notice. Whatev er Straigh t
Tongue 's plan might be, he would be in a position to
help to the full extent of his power.
Ned was reserved and taciturn.

Truth to tell, he

was beginni ng to be affiicted with doubts as to the pos-
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sibility of Straight Tongue and Vernon coming to the
aid of their friends in a very practicable manner. Whc: ·
could the two of them accomplish against so many foes ?
That is the question the lad asked himself, and it filled
him with forebodings. At last, be could not keep si-

lence any longer.

''I

don't know about th.is, cap'n," he muttered, with

a gloomy shake of the head.

"'You don't l<now about what, Ned?" returned
George, giving the boy a warning glance to keep him
frotn saying ®ything about the proposed rescue
"'Why/' satd Neef, aabout what these here Frenchies
are ftyln' to cfo with us."
'"'What are you f efiows talking about?" Ruze demanded, sharply, turning around and looking back from
the forward end of the baffeau.

''We are ttyfog to guess why you are taking us down
the river," said George.
"Oh, you are !" sneered the half blood. "I reckon we
can figure out pretty near what Leroy will do with you,
Lee, and with the young women, too.

But I'm doubt-
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Like

as not, I'll take a notion to let you try that sword trick
on me again.

You've done it twice, but I think the

next time I'll keep a grip on my blade and get back at
you."
"Do you wish to fight it out with me?" the young
captain returned.
"I may take such a notion.

I'm a little keen about

my swordplay, and it worked me up somewhat to be
disarmed by a youngster of your size.

If you wasn't

weak, now--"
"I am quite strong enough," broke in George, eager
for the opportunity to face the ruffian again ; "in case.
you dare to meet me, point to point."

"No, you ain't strong enough, cap'n,'' broke in Ned.
"I'll meet him in place o' you."

"Sapristi!" growled Ruze, giving Ned a contemptuous look.

"You're not worth soiling my blade.

When

I'm ready to rid myself of you, you'll go over the side
of the batteau with your hands tied.

Can you swim
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with your hands tied?"

And the scoundrel set up a

loud laugh.
Ned, to George's surprise, began to laugh, too.

In-

stantly Ruze straightened his face and gave the boy a
savage glance.
"What are you laughing at?" he asked.
"How much are the frog-eaters payin' for English
scalps, now?" Ned returned.
"What's that to do with it?"
"Why," went on Ned, "if you throw me overboard
some o' these reds will lose a scalp, won't they?"
The half blood swore roundly.

George had paid lit-

tle attention to the latter part of Ned's talk with Ruze,
for affairs had suddenly got very warm in the other
batteau.
Two of the Indians-one of them being the redskin
who had spoken to Scipio in the cove-had risen to their
feet, paddles in hand, and, quick as lightning, had
struck down the two savages nearest them.

Amy gave

vent to a terrified scream, but Joanna leaped for the
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pile of weapons ana possessed herself of one of the
guns.

Tontorf was wild with astonishment and anger.

Swearing frantically, he rushed upon the heap of
weapons, but found himself under the muzzle of Joanna's gun.
"Stand still I" screamed the girl.
ther, Tontorf, and I'll shoot."

"Move a step far-

So she held the hunch-

back powerless, while the redskins who had begun the
attack set upon the two who remained, taking thefll,
completely by surprise and flinging them into the river.
Scipio also bore a hand, effectually quelling the

Indians~

who had been first knocked down with the paddles.
The black, who had nursed his wrongs for long, tootc
fierce delight in raising the redmen and rolling them
into the water.
The boat careened dangerously under the impact of
the charging and fighting men, but did not overturn.
With four savages in the water, its load was so lightened that it floated more buoyantly.

Thus much

gained, one of the remaining redmen, who had started
the battle, seized the gun from Joanna's hand.
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"Down in the boat, Tontorf !" he shouted.
How that voice thrilled George and Ned!

It was

no redskin that spoke, but Straight Tongue!

The

brave and resourceful scout had disguised himself and
taken his place among the crew of Tontorf's batteau !
And his companion \'\'.as none other than Vernon, the
daring youth whose bravery Washington himself had
more than once commended.
All this had happened so quickly as quite to take
George Lee's breath.

Before he fairly realized what

had happened, the battle in the first boat had been
fought and won.
sistance.

Tontorf, indeed, made desperate re-

Shrieking wildly with rage, he attempted, in

spite of the leveled gun in the scout's hands, to fling
himself into the water.

But Scipio prevented this by

grasping the hunchback about the knees and dragging
him down.
Ruze himself seemed as much taken aback by the unexpected occurrences in the other boat as the prisoners
under his direct charge. Then, when a full realization
broke over him, he gave vent to a yell of fury.
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Rearing erect in the front end of the batteau, he
planted himself firmly and brought his gun to his
shoulder.
"Treachery!" he roared.

"I'll have the life of one

of you Y englese to pay for it!"
He would have fired had not GeorgP., quickly releasing his hands, hurled himself forward and struck him
with all his force from behind.

Ruze tumbled, cursing,

to the bottom of the boat, and the young captain
wrenched the gun from his hands, striking him furiously with the butt of it.
This second batteau was now the object of interest by
those in the other, Joanna, Vernon and Scipio wielding
paddles and doing their utmost to reach the craft under
charge of Ruze.
A cry of apprehension and fear flew to Amy's lips
as she witnessed her lover's attack on Ruze, a sigh of
relief following when she noted the success of it.

But,

almost immediately, her fears were aroused again.
There were six savages, also, in that batteau, and all
of them had dropped their paddles and drawn knives.
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One leaped at George while he was wrenching the gun
from Ruze's hand, and Amy's fear struck like a dagger

to her heart.
Ned, bound though he was, lowered his head and
charged the savage, striking him full in the breast and
sending him splashing into the river.

Shrill whoops

broke from the remaining five Indians, and the hoarse
bellow of the gun in Straight Tongue's hands was fol·
lowed by an echoing shot from the young captain's
weapon.
Two of the redmen fell under the fire.

The remain·

ing three, in utter rout, leaped for the gunwale of the
batteau, bent on making their escape; the result was a
capsize, the batteau "turning turtle" and spilling the
unconscious Ruze, the bound Ned and all the others
into the water.

CHAP TER XII.
AFTE R THE RESC UE.

The other boat was some minutes in reaching the
scene of the accident, and George, as soon as he had
freed himself from the pieces of cargo which kept afloat,
looked around him for some trace of Nimble Ned.
The young captain could swim like a fish, but he had
not yet recovered his normal strengt h and was heavily
handicapped.
A cry for help claimed his attention.

Turnin g his

eyes in the direction from which the call came, he saw
the boy-h is white face showing for a fleeting instant
as he propelled himself with his feet to the surface.
A few quick strokes carried George to the spot, and
when Ned rose again he grabbe d him and held him up.
It was hard work, but the youth kept to it manfully, and
when the second batteau finally came close enough to
render aid, it was Amy herself who reached over the
side and took her lover by the arm.

Straigh t Tongu e
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came almost immediately to her assistance, and Vernon
and Scipio held the boat in "trim" while George and
Ned were dragged out of the water.
George was all but spent by his hard work, and as
he lay in the bottom of the batteau, all dripping, Amy
knelt beside him and whispered something in his ear
that caused him to lift his hand and grasp hers.
Nimble Ned was not much worse for his ducking, although if George had not caught and supported him
just when he did, there might have been a different story
to tell. As soon as Ned's hands were released, and he
had sputtered himself free of the water that had entered
his lungs, he made his way to where his preserver was
now sitting, between Amy and Joanna.
"I'm a pretty good swimmer," he drawled, "but I
reckon I couldn't have done much to keep myself afloat,
cap'n, with my hands tied like they were.

You saved

Nimble Ned, that's sure."
"Faith, lad," returned George, "it is no more than

you have done for me, and no more than you would
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have done now, had the circumstances been turned
about."
"Of course, cap'n, but I'm obliged to ye for all that.
We're out of the hands of the Johnnie Crepaus, an' I
feel like shoutin' my loudest."
"Don't shout too loud, Ned," interjected Straight
Tongue, "till we're out of the woods."
"We're pretty near bein' out o' the woods, ain't we,
Straight Tongue?

I can't see any Frenchmen any-

where, and you an' Vernon are the only two Injuns
around.

Cracky ! but you make a good pair of reds.

How did you ever think to do such a thing? And how.
were you able to get into that batteau ?"
"Time enough to talk of that later," answered the
scout, who had been standing erect and watching the
surface of the river and the shore for signs of Indians.
"Can you see anything of our foes,

Straight

Tongue?" asked George.
"Not a thing, cap'n.
over, wasn't it?"

That was Ruze you knocked
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"Yes.

He was senseless in the bottom of the boat
when we were overtu rned."
"Den he's a gone French man fo' sho', Marse Gawge ,"
spoke up Scipio.
"It's hard enough to swim with your hands tied,
cap'n, " said Ned, "say nothin' o' tryin' it when your
wits are clean gone."
"We'v e got Tonto rf," put in Verno n; "and it is a
pretty sure thing that Ruze is dead. But some of those
Indian s got away, and it won't take them long to get
back to Du Quesne and spread the report of what hap..
pened.

The question is, are we going to keep on down
the river, or take to the woods? We can't stay here.0
"Righ tly spoken, boy!" exclaimed Straig ht Tongu e.
"We can't row upstream, and if we go down we'll be
going directly away from the settlements." A look of
deep concern crossed the good scout's face, as his eyes
rested on George and Amy.

"Are you well enoug h of

your wound, cap'n," he asked, "to try the backw ard trip
to Winch ester? "
"Ther e is nothin g else for it, Straig ht Tongu e," the
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"Amy, how well do you think you

can bear the journey?"
"I can bear anything, George," said Amy, "that will
get us out of the hands of these hateful French."
"It will be a long, hard journey."
"No longer and no harder, Straight Tongue," said
Amy, interrupting the scout, who was speaking, "than
the journey that brought us into the wilderness.

We

are with friends, now, and that makes all the difference
in the world."
"We have two guns," proceeded the scout, "and
plenty of ammunition for them.

We have also a half-

dozen bows and quivers of arrows-those will be better
than no arms at all for those of us who can't have one
of the guns."
"There is plenty of food, too," said Vernon.
"We must not burden ourselves too heavily," counseled George, with an expressive look at Tontorf, whom
Scipio was guarding in the end of the boat ; "we shall
have a prisoner to take care of-remember. "
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"I'll givt> you trouble enough," growled Tonto rf, with
an evil look at the black.
"Give us too much trouble," threatened Straig ht
Tongue, "and it will be the worse for you."
"I'd kill you as quick as I'd set my heel on the head
of a rattlesnake," spoke up Vernon, recalling the battle
he had had with Tonto rf at the time the girls were captured.
"It's a good many miles between· here and Winchester," responded the hunchback, with a scowl. "Perhaps you'll make it, perhaps not. Morbleu! That remains to be seen."
"It is decided, then, that we leave the boat," said
Straig ht Tongue. "I see, Joan, that a year in Williamsburg has not caused you to forget your knack with the
paddle. Bear a hand again, girl, until we make landing
on the bank yonder."
"I shall never forget what I learned in the woods,
father ," Joann a answered, as she seized a paddle and
bent to the work.
The landing was made on the left bank, where timber
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grew thickly, even to the water's edge.
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Their first

care, as soon as the batteau was fast to the bank, was to
make sure of Tontorf. Scipio, smarting under the
wrongs suffered at the time of his capture and later,
had a plan and was allowed to carry it out. With a
rope he lashed Tontorf's hands at his back, then made
the rope fast to his own body.
"Now if he gets away, Marse Gawge," grinned Scipio, "he takes me wif him, an' <lat I don't reckon he
will."
It was not intended that the prisoner should be the
only one, apart from the girls, who was not to bear his
share of the burdens of the march.

A fair share of the

supplies was bound to his shoulders, much to his disgust, and it was decreed that Scipio, because he was to
convoy the prisoner, should carry one of the guns.
Straight Tongue, by general consent, carried the
other rifle, and the rest helped themselves to the supply
of bows and arrows- poor enough weapons, at the best,
yet all there was to be had.

The batteau was then
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abandoned, and the journey through the forest was
begun.
The scout took the lead, Scipio followed with Tontorf, then came Vernon and Joanna, and, lastly, George
and Amy.
There was opportunity for conference on the way,
and the young captain soon had his sweetheart's story.
When taken from the chariot, near Hampton, the girls
and Scipio had been mounted on horseback and were
compelled to ride at a gallop, each of them between two
of their captors.

Halts were frequently made in the

woods for food and rest.
Two days later, the party reached a hut, which had
evidently been appointed as a rendezvous, for there they
found Ruze and his detachment awaiting them.

Two

of Ruze's company were injured, and Ruze himself was
in surly mood, frightening both girls almost out of their
wits by his looks and actions.
From this rendezvous onward the journey was rapidly continued until Fort Du Quesne was reached.
There the two girls had been treated with every con-
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siderat ion compatible with their safe keeping. An old
Indian squaw was appointed to wait upon them, although , like George and Ned, the girls were never
allowed to leave their prison chamber until that mornin g
when they were led down to the batteau.
Neithe r Arny nor Joanna had the slightest notion
that George and Ned were also in the fort-th at information having been sedulously kept from them- and it
was an overwhelming surpris e when they saw the
young captain and the boy approa ching the second boat
under guard.
The girls had not been long in the batteau, however,
before Straigh t Tongu e contrived to make his presence
known to his daught er, so that Joanna , at least, was in
a measure prepare d for the battle which was to come,
and bore a conspicuous part in it, as we have seen.
For a girl, tenderly nurture d as Mistress Amy had
been, the ordeal throug h which she had passed was a
terrible one; but she had borne up under it in a way
that won her lover's admiration.
It was not until some time later, when the little party
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had come to a halt for a brief rest, that Straight
Tongue and Vernon told of what had befallen them
since the ambush near Wills Creek.

The narrative was

sufficiently exciting, even when told in the scout's matter-of-fact manner.
Straight Tongue and Vernon had eluded the Frenchmen and the redskins mainly because the whole body of
them had been attracted in the direction taken by
George.

At daylight they had met near the Youghio-

gheny, and had started back to look for their missing
comrade.

On the way, they were passed by Lieut.

Mornay and his force, conducting George and Ned
toward the fort.
They had followed stealthily and had been within
sight of Du Quesne when the detachment entered its
gates.

Then, for many days, they had lingered in the

vicinity, finally having the good luck to capture a
straggling Frenchma n.
This Frenchma n, as fate would have it, was none
other than a secretary to the commanda nt of the fort,
and, as such, knew a great deal about the commanda nt's
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He could talk a little English, and, being of a

cowardly nature, was forced to tell all he knew under
threat of death.
It was he who pointed out the portholes in the log
wall that communicated with the room in which George
and Ned were confined; he also told the scout and Vernon that the girls and Scipio were likewise prisoners,
and that they were to be taken down the Ohio by Ruze
and Tontorf, for what purpose the secretary did not
know.
Convinced that the Frenchman was telling the ·truth,
the message which had brought hope to the hearts of
George and Ned was written and launched into the fort,
Straight Tongue being the marksman who had shot the
arrow.
The Frenchman had also stated that Indians from
far down the Ohio were to man the batteaus, and thus
the daring idea was conceived by the scout and Vernon,
of disguising themselves and taking their places in the
boats.

The redmen from down the Ohio would, of

course, not recognize them as belonging to their num-
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ber; they might even detect that they were white men
in disguise-but, if they should, they would probably
say nothing, being well aware that the French were full
of wiles and makeshifts.
It was hardly likely, the scout and Vernon reasoned,
that Ruze or Tontorf, or any of the Frenchmen, would
discover that they were not Indians, during the hurried
embarkation and departure.

If they did discover it

after that, it would only hurry the final denouement.
The sagacity with which the daring scout and his
companion had reasoned was proved by the success of
their plan; and the success was due, most of all, to the
excellent manner in which they had disguised themselves.

Two Indians, slain in fair combat, furnished

materials for the disguise, the determined whites stripping away their clothes and having recourse to a supply

of war paint in their mediciRe pouches.

CHA PTE R XIII .
PURS UIT.

swept for
On leaving Fort Du Quesne, the Ohio
which made
several miles in a northwesterly direction,
and the rest to
it necessary for the escaped prisoners
ing the conretra ce their way alon g the south bank, pass
hela and confluence of the Allegheny and Mononga
r stream.
tinu ing on down the west bank of the latte
to the fort
This line of retre at brou ght them so close
which reigned
that they could discern the excitement
of a mile from
there . The y were not over a quar ter
t from it and
the stronghold when a cannon shot burs
The echoes
wen t resounding thro ugh the quiet woods.
s answering
were take n up by distant alarms, voice
.
seemingly from every point of the compass
affright.
"Wh at is that, Geo rge? " asked Amy, in
retur ned to
"Som e of the Indi ans who got away have
escape," the
the fort and told the commandant of our
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youth answered, not thinking it best to disguise the
danger from the girl.
"That means that we sha11 be pursued?"
"No doubt.

The French will be very much wrought

up over what happened, and will put forth every effort
to retake us.

But don't let that frighten you, Amy,"

George added, drawing the trembling girl to his side.
"The country is wide, and our enemies will never be
able to recapture us."
"Look!" murmured Straight Tongue, parting the
bushes at the edge of the river bank, and pointing up
the Ohio, which stretched away into the far distance.
The others crowded around him and followed his
pointing finger.
citing.

What they saw was sufficiently ex-

Boat after boat, filled with Indians and French,

were issuing from the Monongahela and paddling
swiftly toward the scene of the late battle.
"We must push on as rapidly as we can," said
George.

"Now is the time when we need to put forth

our very best efforts.

I think it would be well, Straight

Tongue, to cross the Monongahela this side of the point
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will
:where the Youghiogheny empties into it. That
to be
save our crossing two strea ms-w hich is an item
ladies
taken into consideration now that we have the
with us."
on.
"The plan is a good one, George," said Vern
took
"We can strike the line of marc h which Braddock
retur n in
from Fort Cumberland. It will be better to
military
that way, it seems to me, than to follow the
road throu gh Grea t Meadows."
ed.
This advice was good, and was immediately follow
of the
The retre at was continued up the west bank
ing was
Monongahela for several miles and then a cross
r, side by
effected. Two logs were rolled into the wate
vines.
side, and bound toget her with twisted grape
, Joan na,
Thes e made a serviceable raft on which Amy
Strai ght
Scipio and Tont orf were taken across, George,
guidTong ue, Vern on and Ned swimming beside it and
ing it.
was
By the time the crossing of the Monongahela
, howeffected, the afternoon was waning. The party
brief rest
ever, continued to push forward, halti ng for a
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only now and then.

No word of complaint came from

Amy, although it was evident that she was very tired.
The young captain was constantly at her side, assisting
her all in his power.
George was standing the pace well.

In fact, the ex-

ercise acted as a tonic, and was, perhaps, the one thing
he needed to help him to complete recovery.
Tontorf, still bound to Scipio, was awed into obedience by the rifle in the hands of the big black, and gave
little trouble.

As a precaution, however, a cloth was

tied around his head between the jaws to guard against
an outcry on his part.
A halt for the night was not made until evening was
well advanced.

A hasty meal was eaten, some branches

were collected and covered with a robe to serve as a
couch for the girls, and all save George and Ned sought
slumber.
The young captain and the boy were to stand guard
for two hours, and then waken Straight Tongue and
Vernon.

Scipio, in view of the fact that he had charge

of the prisoner, was spared guard duty.
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Nothi ng occurred to signify a near approach of the
foe while George and Ned stood watch, and at the end
e
of two hours they awoke the two who were to reliev
t
them. George dropped away into a sound sleep almos
as soon as he had stretched himself out on the bed of
leaves recently occupied by Vernon. It seemed to him
as thoug h he had scarcely closed his eyes when he heard
the scout calling him.
"Wha t is it, Straig ht Tong ue?" George asked, starting up. "How long have I been asleep?"
"Hist !" whispered the scout, warningly. "You have
had about three hours ' rest, cap'n. I'd have let you
I
sleep longer, but there are prowlers in the woods, and
think we had better be movin g."
"Prow lers?"
"Injun s, if I know what sort of sounds they make
on a still hunt at night. Verno n heard the noises, too.
He is rousin g the girls, now."
The rest, short thoug h it was, had proved most refreshing, and the march was resumed with renewed
ardor .

The night was still very dark, but Straig ht

/ ·
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Tongue, taking the lead, guided his companions in the
right direction by an unerring instinct.
No enemies were encountered.

Morning came, and,

with frequent halts for rest, the day was passed in
forced marches.

The field where Braddock had been

met and worsted was passed, their course carrying them
along the very path which the rash British commander
had covered in pomp and with flying banners the year
before.
By this time the flight was beginning to tell so hard
upon Amy that it was deemed necessary to pitch camp
for the entire night.

At the midnight hour, when

deepest silence reigned around the camp, a furious cry
went up and echoed weirdly through the quiet woods.
The cry was strangled to silence, but everyone was
aroused, Amy and Joanna clinging to each other in
sudden fright and wondering what could be the cause of
the turmoil.
"I done got a notion tuh strangle yo' fo' dat !" came
the voice of Scipio.

"Yo' man monkey I What yd

mean by lettin' off a yell lak dat ?"
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The black was full of wrath, and when George,
Straigh t Tongu e and Vernon ran to where he and Tontorf had settled down for the night, the negro had the
hunchback by the throat and was pinning his squirming,
misshapen body to the ground .
"Was it Tontor f who gave that shout? " asked the
young captain .
"It sho'ly was, Marse Gawge ," answered the black.
"He done chawed dat gag in two. Shall I kill um,
Marse Gawge ?"
"No, Seip," replied George, sharply.

"Let h;m up,

and see that you keep better watch of him next time."
"He won't gi'me de slip lak dat ag'in, dat's sure," and
Scipio arose from Tontor f, replaced the gag and examined the cords that bound his hands.
Far off in the woods a sound of crashin g brush was
heard, sending a chill of fear to the heart of everyone in
the little party.
"That alarm is like to cost us dear,'' muttered George.
"It was heard and a force is coming this way."
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"We might as well stay right here," said the scout,
"keep silence, and, if discovered, make a stand."
"That is the best thing to do," assented Vernon .
George was also of the same opinion.
"Give me your gun, Seip," said he to the negro, "and
take your prisoner over to where the girls are. You
have the knife you took from Tontorf ?"
"Yas, Marse Gawge."
"Then guard the prisoner with that. Ned"- the
youth added, turning to the boy-"y ou go with Seip,
and help care for the prisoner and Amy and Joanna.
Straigh t Tongue and I will use the guns and do our
best to defend the camp.

Vernon will come with us."

The girls were made as secure as possible under such
shelter as could be found, and the scout, George and
Vernon prepare d to make a desperate resistance.

The

few preparations were hastily made, and in strict silence, while the sounds of the advanci ng enemy continued to grow in volume.
There were a large number, !f the extent of the noise
they caused coul j Je taken as any indication. George
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and his friends were hoping that they would be passed
by in the darkness, but this hope was short-lived.
The crunch of brush grew closer and closer, and at
last a form, in dark silhouette, forced its way through
the matted undergrowth within rifle length of the scout.
"Stand where you

are!"

Tongue, his gun at his shoulder.

commanded

Straight

"Make another move

this way, or try to cry o.. t, and I will kill you!"
"What!" exclaimed the newcomer, recoiling.

"Are

ye English, man?"
"Yes," returned the scout, as hope leaped high in the
breasts of all.

"Who are you?"

"I am one o' Cap'n John Armstrong's company."
"John Armstrong, of Cumberland?" struck in
George.
"The same.

We are on an expedition against the

Dalawares at Kittaning."
"Glory!" cried Vernon.

"Here's luck, at last."

"Who are you?" demanded the other.
"Capt. Lee and Lieut. Vernon, of the Virginia
Guards; Straight Tongue, Washington's scout, and a
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lad, Nimble Ned. We have just come from Du Quesne.
Capt. Lee and two young women prisoners were rescued
from the French, and we are now on the way back to
Winch ester with Tontor f le Diable a prisoner."
"Tonto rf ! A prisone r!"
The other man stepped forth.
"Yes."
"Brave ly done, comrades.

This darkness shuts you

from me, but there's my hand."
While the handclasp was given round, the newcomer
set up a hello and numbers of Armstr ong's force, including Capt. Armstr ong himself, began to gather at
the spot.

CHAPTER XIV.
BACK TO WINCHESTER.

Capt. John Armstrong, a Scotch-Irish covenanter, of
Cumberland, had set out across the wilderness of the
Alleghenies with a party of men as fearless and as determined as himself, bent upon exterminating the Delawares, who, from their lair within fifty miles of Du
Quesne, were ravaging the frontier of Pennsylvania.
A camp fire was lighted, and Armstrong and his men
gathered around the young captain and his friends.
"Sure, Straight Tongue," said Armstrong, with a
whimsical look at the scout, "ye've cut short our worK
not a little by helping on the rescue of Cap'n Lee and
the other prisoners."
"How so?" queried Straight Tongue.
"Washington heard we were aoout to set out, and
sent Surefoot to Cumberland, sayin' it was rayported
that Cap'n Lee, Lieut. Vernon, Straight Tongue and
the young ladies"-the gallant captain doffed his cap to
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'.Arny and Joanna-" were in the hands of the Frinch,
and he wanted us to do our best to get at ye.

By the

same token, we'd have done the same, if we hadn't been
forestalled."
"Then our chief had not forgotten us," murmured
George.
"Did ye ever know Washingto n to forget anyone or
anything? " queried Armstrong .

"He's the comin' man

o' the colonies, an' I'll have ye mark the words.

But

ye must have had the divvle's own time-savi n' your
presence, ladies-in gettin' out of Fort Du Quesne.
How did ye ever do it?"
The narrative was gone over again for the benefit of
Armstrong and his men.

These stout fellows of the

woods, who lived continually in the midst of dangers,
knew how to give hearty admiration where it was due
-nor was it lacking in the present moment.
The rangers' camp was about half a mile away, and
Armstrong told how he and his men had been aroused.
by the fierce cries of Tontorf and had leaped for their
weapons and rushed away to answer what they believed
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to be a call for aid.
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On the captain's invitation, George

and his party repaired to the rangers' camp, spent the
rest of the night there and part of the succeeding day.
Tontorf was more than miserable during this time.

He

had cried out in the hope of bringing to his rescue some
of the French and Indians, whom he knew must have
taken the trail after the fleeing prisoners.

So far from

accomplishing his purpose, he had merely succeeded in
aiding his captors.
Armstrong had horses, and he volunteered to spare
eight of the animals in order to mount George and his
party, thus helping them more safely and comfortably
back to Winchester. The offer was accepted with gratitude, and George promised to return the animals within
a week, if Armstrong would tell him where they should
be brought.

The ranger captain told where he might

be found at the end of the week, in case no untoward
circumstances came to pass, and after hearty good-bys
to the gallant company, the young captain and his
friends took their leave.
Nothing of moment happened during the rest of the
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return journe y to Winchester, which, by means of the
horses, was accomplished in record time. As the huge
stockade and fortress, known as Fort Loudon, broke
on the eyes of the return ing travelers, a cheer went up
from them and they galloped swiftly down into the
town.
Their coming created a sensation.

W asbing ton had

all but given them up, for news had been received at
the post that Capt. Lee, Straig ht Tongu e and Verno n
had been captured.

Nothin g was known as to the

whereabouts of Nimble Ned, and it was supposed that
the boy had wandered into the woods, on one of his
reckless excursions, and had fallen a victim to the
vengeful savages.
But there was a big surpris e in store for the young
captain and his lieutenant, for they were surrou nded and
cheered by some twenty exulta nt youths, who proved to
be George's own company of Virgin ia Guard s.
Washi ngton had sent a summons for them, and they
had ridden from Willia msbur g, under tempo rary command of Lieut. Kenw ard Mason and Sergt. Harry
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Willis.
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They had been only two days at Winchester,

where the tidings that their beloved captain had fallen
a victim to the French had been vouchsafed them.

It

had been their intention to start without delay for the
Ohio, joining forces with Capt. Armstrong, and doing
what they could to rescue Capt. Lee and Lieut. Vernon.
It is needless to dwell upon the joy of that meeting
between the rescued officers of the little company and
the guardsmen.

As originally recruited, there had been

twenty youths in the company; some had been lost in
helping Washington save the remnant of the British
force on the retreat with Braddock, but the places of
these had been filled with new recruits.
Not one of the young guardsmen was over twenty
years of age, and they were all from the very best families of Virginia.

The company was the pride of the

provincial forces.
The youthful captain, Vernon and Straight Tongue
made a joint report to Washington, and received congratulations on the success of their desperate mission.
"You have been entirely successful," said the chief,
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"and have displayed a devotion to duty and a gallantry:
which I shall take pleasure in recounting to Gov. Dinwiddie in a special report.

You have rescued the young

ladies, and you have captured and brought Tontorf to
Winchester."
"The capture of Tontorf was only part of the mission
you intrusted to me, sir," said George.

"I should feel

better if I knew that Ruze was really at the bottom of
the Ohio, and unable to cause any more trouble along
the border."
"I think you may rest assured of that, George."
"I have a feeling, sir, that he may have escaped."
"So have I," struck in Straight Tongue.

"Such

:wretches are like cats and have nine lives."
"What would you do, George, to make sure that Ruze
is no longer able to harry us with his murderous followers?" the chief asked, studying the young captain's
face intently.
George was silent for a moment, then answered :
"We have some horses Belonging to Capt. Arm-
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strong's force, sir, and they must be returned within a
few days."
"I will see that they are returned."
"If you will permit me, sir," continued George, "I

should like to return them personally, accompanied by
my guards."
"Oh! ho !" laughed the chief.

"I had

suppos~d,

Master Lee, that you would be for Williamsburg
straightway, escorting Mistress Amy."
"Mistress Amy, sir," replied George, "needs rest before taking the remainder of her journey to Williamsburg-or, rather, to Hampton, since I believe that is
the place to which she and Joanna wish to go.
will be quite safe at the post.

She

And when I return with

the guards, Vernon and I will see that the ladies have
safe escort."
"But are you not weary yourself, George? Your
wound--"
"I am all but well of that, sir.

Active service is what

I need to make me quite 11J1yself. If you would dispatch
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a messenger to Hampton, to relieve Mr. Randolph's
fears as to his daughter's safety, and acquaint him with
the fact that she will soon be restored to him, I am sure
Mistress Amy will be more than willing to abide here
for a few days."
"Very good.

I commend you for your zeal, George.

Do as you think best."
Amy and Joanna had taken up their quarters at
Master Ticknor's, and when George and Frank withdrew from the chief's headquarters, they started for
Ticknor's to confide their plans to the young ladies.
On their way down the street they noticed that there
was considerable excitement focusing itself about a
dwelling some little distance beyond the one to which
they were proceeding.

A crowd of men surrounded

the rear of the house and there was much laughter and
shouting.

Spurred on by curiosity, the captain and the

lieutenant wended their way in that direction, and found
that Nimble Ned and Mingler, the one-eyed, were the
objects of attraction.
Ned, it seems, had hardly dismounted from his horse
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before Mingler caught sight of him.
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The braggart had

been nursing his supposed wrongs for a long time, and
his glimpse of the boy caused his wrath to boil over.
He started for him, and Ned struck into a run.

Being

pressed closely, he turned from the street at the house
where the crowd was gathered, and climbed to a shed in
the rear by means of a waterspout and a rain-water
barrel.
Mingler, congratulating himself with the thought that
the boy could not now escape him, also climbed to the
shed.

The slippery roof, however, was too much for

him, being big and clumsy in his movements.

:.i-: o

slipped, dropped over the edge of the roof, and splashed
waist deep in the water barrel.

There he was, when

George and Frank came on the scene, spluttering and
raving and frantically endeavoring to get out of the
barrel-all of which the crowd watched with greatest
delight.
Ned, peering cautiously over the roof gable, grinned
sardonically.
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"This ain't the first time I've made ye take to a bar'l,
Mingler," he shouted.
Mingler shook a dripping fist at him, and Ned, with
an eye to his safety, dropped from the roof and hastened

off.

CHAP TER XV.
A SECOND EXPEDI TION.

Mistres s Tickno r was a motherly dame, and it
chanced that she had two buxom daught ers about the
ages of Amy and Joanna .

These daught ers had yielded

up enough of their wardro be to clothe the rescued girls
in a more befitting, if scarcely so becoming, costumes.
The Indian finery, all well enough in the woods and at
Du Quesne, was somew hat out of place for girls of
such gentle blood at the post of Winchester.
Amy and Joanna were awaitin g the coming of George
and Frank with great impatience.
"Ah, truants !" cried Amy, feeling in gay mood, now
that the hardsh ips and danger s were past.
have you been?

"Wher e

You take little interest in us, it seems

to me, to delay your coming for so long."
"We have come straigh t from our good chief, Amy,"
responded George.

"It was necessary for us to go
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there first and render a full report of all that has happened."
"Your good chief," pouted Amy, "needs you far more
than we do, I suppose."
"Nay," interjected Vernon, "but duty- -"
"Ay, duty! duty!" cried Joanna.
have done spouting of it?

"Will you never

Did you and the captain not

wish to know how well we fared on our return? "
"In truth, yes," protested George ; "but you, yourself,
Amy, told me that duty must always be my first endeavor."
"That was in William sburg," said Amy, still feigning
impatience, but laughin g at Joanna with her eyes.
"Here, in the wilderness, sir, it seems to me you harp
overmuch about your duty. Is it not so, Joanna?'~
"Indeed it is," returned the sly minx, Joanna.

"The

moral is, Amy, beware of having a soldier for a lover!"
"I am glad," began George, "to-"
"Glad!" exclaimed Amy.
"Yes," the youth continued, calmly.

"I am glad,

Amy, to see you in such fine spirit after the hazardo us
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exploits through which you have passed.

Nothing

more is needed to convince us how well you fare.

Eh,

Frank?"
"When a lady can make such good use of her
tongue," quoth Frank, smilingly, "there is small doubt
as to her state of mind and health.
George!

And those gowns,

Are they not miracles of workmanship?

What would be said in Williamsb urg were Mistresses
:A.my and Joanna to appear there as they are now?"
"We shall not appear there, Master Sharp Tongue I
We go first to Hampton. "
"But not for some days," said George.
"How, sir?

Not for some days!

What mean you?"

"You cannot return to Hampton without Frank and
myself for escort."
"And you will not go with us for some days? Why
not to-morrow ?

My father-- "

'"A messenger leaves straightway to tell your father
of your safety, Amy."
"But why this delay?"

A Secon d Expe dition .
"Hav e you forgot ten Capt. Arms trong 's horses,
Amy? They must be return ed to him."
"Strai ght Tongu e can return the horses."
"But there is somet hing else. The orders given me
by our chie:i were to appre hend and captu re Ruze and
Tonto rf. Tonto rf alone has been captu red."
"But Ruze is dead! "
"We do not know.

It may be that he is not, and

Verno n and I will go with our guard smen to make
sure."
The faces of the girls paled.

Raille ry was done away

with, and both became instantly serious.
"Sure ly, George," said Amy, earnestly, "you are not
well enough to take part in anoth er expedition."
"The perils and hards hips of our flight from Fort
Du Quesn e impro ved me so much ," answered the youth
,
"that I am sure anoth er expedition will make a well
man of me."
"I will not stand in the way of your duty, George,"
Amy answered, with a fond smile. "Go, and Joann
a
and I will await you and Frank here at Winch ester. "
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"'Spoken like a Randolph !" came a hearty voice, and
Washing ton himself entered the room.
"Gen. Washing ton !" exclaimed Amy and Joanna, in
a breath, making their courtesies.
Washing ton bowed low to each of the ladies in the
courtly way that was ever his.
"Col. Washing ton, I think," he responaed, lightly, "is
what they still call me in Williams burg.

I have come

to felicitate you ladies upon your escape, due in great
measure to the gallantry of Capt. Lee and Lieut. Vernon."

"I am proud of the captain, sir!" said Amy.
"And I of the lieutenan t!" added Joanna.
"You have both much cause to be.

I am proud of

them myself, for they are among the few who have
won any laurels, as yet, in this war."
There followed a pleasant chat between the chief and
the others, and finally the men took their departure.
"How goes the campaign in other parts of the colonies, sir?" asked George, when they were out of the
house.
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"Poorly , poorly,'' answered Washin gton, in a gloomY.
tone.
"How about the campaign against Canada ?"
"It should have opened early in the year, but still
hangs fire. The armame nt under Lord Loudon, coming out for the purpose, is delayed through the want of
energy and union in the British cabinet."
"What of Abercrombie, the general next in command? It was understood that he had set sail in advance, with two regiments."
"He did not reach Albany, the headqua rters of military operations, until the 25th of June. His soldiers are
billeted upon the town, much to the disgust of its inhabitants, and he talks of ditching and stockading the place,
but postpones all exterior enterprises until the arrival of
Loudon ."
The gloom of the chief communicated jtself to the
two youths who were walking with him.
"Is there no ray of light anywhe re?" asked George.
"Not as yet. The capture and demolition of Oswego
by Montcalm has had a disastrous effect, and the whole
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country of the Five Nations have been abandoned to
the French.

You know, lads, how our borders are

harassed; and with our frontier, so with the frontiers
of Maryland and Pennsylva nia.

The valley of the

Shenandoa h is almost deserted by its inhabitants, and is
fast relapsing into a wilderness."
By that time, they had reached the door of Washington's headquarters, and halted for a moment.
"What we need," finished the chief, with flashing
eyes, "is capable men in the English cabinet as well as
in the colonies.

Ah, if Pitt were at the helm!"

And with bowed head, he turned away from the
young guardsmen and entered the door at which he had
tarried for the final word.
As quickly as could be done, the Virginia Guards
were assembled and their young captain told them of
his purpose to head a second expedition into the wilds,
not only to return Capt. Armstrong 's horses, but to
learn whether or no Ruze, the terrible marauder, had
met his death.
The announcement was greeted with loud huzzas.
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The following morning was appointed for the start, and
the guards were told to rendezvous in front of headquarters, mounted, armed and equipped with a week's
rations.
E arly the following day, Frank and George took
leave of Joanna and Amy.

Both girls were appre-

hensive and tearful, but bore up bravely and wished
them godspeed and the best of fortune.
The guards, presenting a splendid appearance, were
drawn up by fours in front of W ashington's headquarters, and the chief came out and addressed them.

After

cheering the chief, they passed slowly along the street
toward the north, cheered in turn by the throng assembled to witness their departure.
W ell might Washington's little army be proud Gf the
young guards ! They were the flower of the colony,
fearlessly devoted to the sacred cause of their country.
And they had embarked in a cause that was ultimately
to snatch all Canada from the French.
As the company trooped slowly past Master Ticknor's house, two fair faces appeared in a window, smil-
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ing bravely, and two handkerchiefs were waved.

The

captain and his lieutenant removed their hats and bowed
low ; the next moment orders were given to proceed at
a gallop, and the young guardsmen clattered out of

town.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE END OF RUZE.

Forced marches carried the young guardsmen into
the wilderness by way of Fort Cumberland.

A halt at

the latter point furnished news of tremendous importance.

Armstrong had sent back word that he

thought the moment a favorable one to press on to the
country of the Delawares, and that he had established a
base of supplies on Wills Creek. It was at this point
that the horses were to be returned to him.
There was not a little disappointment manifested by
the youths at this information, for they had been anticipating a campaign with Armstrong, at Kittaning.
Smothering their disappointment as best they could,
they left Fort Cumberland and journeyed in the direction of Wills Creek.

While they were yet some ten

miles from Armstrong's base, they met a horseman,
wounded in the arm and riding southward in frantic
haste.
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Capt. Lee recognized the man as one whom he had
seen with Capt. Armstrong a few days before.
"Cap'n Lee!" exclaimed the man, drawing rein and
casting his eyes over the youth's company.
is luck, I must say.

"Well, this

I was riding to Cumberland for

help."
"For help?" repeated George.
"We do, up on Wills Creek.

"Who needs help?"

Our position is all sur-

rounded by French and Indians from Du Quesne-we
can't hold out much longer."
The announcement caused great excitement in the
ranks of the guardsmen.

Here was the chance to strike

a blow for their country.

The disappointment suffered

at Fort Cumberland, because of their failure to form a
junction with Armstrong's main body, was quickly forgotten.
"How large a force of French and Indians attacked
your post?" inquired George.
"About forty, as near as we can judge; but it's hard
to count the vipers, for they can't be coaxed into the
open.

We knew we must have help, and two of us
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volunteered to leave the stockade and try to get through
to Cumberland.

The other man was killed, but I got

away with a wounded arm.

Will you go to our relief,

captain?"
"At once !"

Rising in his stirrups, the young captain

drew his sword.

"We are to relieve Armstrong's post

on Wills Creek, lads," he cried.

"The enemy outnum-

ber us, but they are French and Indians, and I consider
that one provincial is good for his two red or French,
any day.

We must make a quick ride.

Forward!"

The messenger from the besieged post had abandoned
his worn horse and taken one of the led animals that
Capt. Lee was returning to Armstrong.

He was thus

able to keep up with the Young Guardsmen, who started
off at a double-quick, giving vent to wild huzzas as they
rode.
The ten-mile dash was quickly covered, and long before they came within sight of the post a sound of firing
and the fierce yells of savages smote on their ears.
Armstrong had constructed his camp hastily, felling
trees and hauling them to a knoll overlooking the creek.
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,
.i'he knoll was bare, but on all sides its base was sur-

rounded by thick timber.

The felled trees had been

piled into the form of rude breastworks, on the top of
the hill.
From rising ground, a short way off, the guardsmen
were able to get a good look at the scene.

The French

and their allies, at the precise moment, were making a
desperate attack on the rude fort, ascending the slope
from all sides.
The men behind the logs were making a gallant but
futile defense.

Showers of arrows were rained into the

log inclosure, and bullets were being launched against
it in a perfect hail, the white smoke of the rifles rising
and hanging like a pall over the scene.
"We have not arrived a moment too soon !" cried the
messenger.

"The fort could not have held out while I

went to Cumberland and returned with help.

If those

men are saved, Cap'n Lee, it will be because I was lucky
enough to meet you and your company."
"They will be saved," answered George, with quiet
confidence.

He turned to his brave lads.

"There is
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the foe, boys," he cried.

"At them!

And ride as you

never rode before !"
With cheer upon cheer, the guardsmen urged their
horses down the slope and into and through the woods
that separated them from the French and their red
allies.

Their coming was like a thunderclap to the as-

saulting party, but there was no running away. Their
leader, with furious shouts, formed his follow ers into a
compact formation, and made ready to receive the coming attack.
Those in the fort, realizing that help was coming in
the eleventh hour, gave vent to faint cheers, and prepared to make an attack in flank, as soon as the assault
from the front was begun.
As George, side by side with Frank Vernon and Kenward Mason, plunged through the edge of the timber,
his startled eyes were full upon the leader of the attacking force.

And that leader was none other than Ruze !

A volley met the Young Guardsmen. George's horse
went down under him, one of the youths flung his hands
aloft and tumbled from his saddle, and Kenward Ma-

The End of Ruze.

195

son's cap was switched about on his head by a bullet
that passed through its crown.
Barely had the echoes of the enemy's volley died away
than they were taken up by a broadside from the weapons of the heroic youths.

Gaps were mowed in the

ranks of the French force, and a galling fire stung them
in the flank from the men in the fort.

For the fraction

of a minute it seemed as though the French and Indians

would break and run, but Ruze was able to stem the
tide of panic.
George, unhorsed as he was, drew to one side.

Ruze

singled him out from among all the others, and while
the Young Guardsmen pressed onward, pistols in hand,
the French leader whirled his sword and swept a path
toward the young captain.

George also was pressing

forward to meet him.
Under the onset of the guards, the French force gave
way slowly, retreating around the base of the hill.
Thus, as though fate had intended it from the first,
Capt. Lee and Ruze la Mort were left alone to do battle.
The clash was to be to a finish, and with the music
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ol combat on the other side ringing in their ears.

Death

gleamed in the bloodshot eyes of Ruze, while a determinati~n

tc conquer or die might have been read in the

young captain's face.
"I'll have your life, Lee!" hissed Ruze, lunging spitefully.
"Not with that thrust," answered George, fending it
skillfully.
Three times you have escaped me, but you shall not
do so now!"
"Let fortune decide between us," answered George.
After that they needed all their breath for combat,
and there was no talk-0nly the bright play of swords
in the sun, each seeking to force his opponent <1;bout so
the light might strike him in the eyes and blind him.
Presently, for the first time, George began to feel his
weakness.

He knew his ordinary staying powers, and

in this demand upon his strength he was falling far
short of them.

He was panting hard, his breath com-

ing-in quick, hard gasps, the blood rushing to his head
and blurring his eyes.
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"Ha !" exulte d Ruze, calm as though they had just
engaged. "You are not as you were in the taproom,
nor the same man I met in the crossroads tavern. I
may lose this fight- my men may be in rout now-b ut
I shall kill you, and Leroy will give me good money for
it.

There, an' you will have it!"

In a flash of blindn ess Georg e failed to see, but he
felt the sword comin g at his breast. It did not come.
In anothe r flas h that gave him sight, he saw his enemy
slip on the turf, reel and fall on his back, full length.
Thank ful for the respite, the youth drew himself
erect and lowere d his point.
"Whe n you are ready, " said he.
Ruze could not seem to unders tand the generosity
that had promp ted the young captain to hold his hand
when, at one thrust, he could have taken advant age of
the accident.
"Fool !" sneere d the bravo.
that?

"Wha t child's play is

A pretty piece of impudence ! You hand me

your life, for the foolishness !"
Ruze leaped up, then swore as he saw that he held
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only the stump of his sword in his hand.

The blade

had fallen under him and had broken short off at the
hilt.
Dashing the useless blade to the ground, he drew a
pistol and fired it point-blank at his youthful antagoni st.
At the same instant a rifle cracked up the hill.

Both

reports came almost as one, and as George felt the pistol
bullet fan his cheek, he saw Ruze throw up his hands,
totter and fall forward upon his face.

For an instant

the young captain surveyed the silent form, then ran to
it and turned it over.

A rattle sounded in the throat,

and Ruze, the terror of the fronti er, the serpent who
had wound his deadly coils about a hundred frontier
homes, was no more.
As soon as he realized this, George Lee sank weakly
down on the grass, unable to go around the hill and see
how the main battle was faring . A man with a gun
hurried down the slope from the crest of the knoll.
"Are you hurt?" the man asked, excitedly.
"No," replied George.
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"I have seen sword work in my day, lots of it,'' went
on the man, "but never have I seen anythin g to equal
your work."
"Still," returned George, "Ruze would have bested
me."
"You were weak."
" I was wounded not long ago and have not fully recovered."
You are Cap'n Lee-I recognize you now.
You did wonderful things with that sword, anyway . I
"Ah!

thought , when the scoundrel drew his pistol, that your
end had come. But I had been following the fight with
the point of my rifle from behind those logs, up there.
There wasn't an instant when I could not have picked
off Ruze."
"It was my fight,'' said George, indignantly.

"I

asked no assistance."
"It was well you had a little, however," said the man,
grimly. "You would have been dead now, instead of
Ruze, had I not picked him off at his treacherous work."

200

The E nd of Ruze.

"You are mistaken," answered George.
missed me with his pistol bullet.

"Ruze

I have a pistol of my

own, and should have used it, if you had not been so
quick with your gun."

He arose to his feet.

"Let us

go and see how the fight progresses on the other side
of the hill."
The ranger laughed.
"It's all over," said he.

"Your men are chasing the

French and Injuns who started at a tearing gait through
the woods, thinking the old boy was after them.

It

was a great battle, cap'n. Your men are wonders.
You got here right in the nick to save us.

In another

half hour our breastworks would have been stormed,
and all of us killed and scalped. Armstrong won't forget this."
"I am glad that we were handily by and able to help
Armstrong even to this extent."
Together they walked around the base of the hill and
came upon many scattered forms of the fallen.

There

were three guardsmen lying on the ground, but one was
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merely wounded.
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George did what he could for the

wound ed guard, and shook his head sadly as he gazed
at the forms of the two who were slain on that side of
the knoll.
"There will be some unhapp y homes in Williamsburg
when the news of this battle reaches there," he murmured.
"It's war, cap'n," averred the ranger, philosophically.
" Your men are heroes, every last one of them. W e
have four dead in the stockade.

Armstr ong only left

ten of us."
Presently the Young Guards men began returning,
and at last all except the fall en had reported.
"I reckon we're entitled to wear a feath er in our caps
for this skirmish, George ," said Vernon , throwin g himself from his horse.

"We turned the tables on the

Frenchies finely."
" It was a good fight," declared Kenwa rd Mason.

"Th ey couldn' t stand befo re the Young Guardsmen,
captain ," cried Sergt. Willis.
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Half a dozen of the company had wounds from
knives, arrows and bullets, but none were very serious.
Shovels were brough t from the stockade, and the fallen
g uardsm en and ranger s were laid away, side by side,
close to the bank of the creek.

The guardsmen re-

mained overni ght at the little fort, and had intend ed
remaining until Capt. Armst rong with the rest of his
force return ed from the Delaw are countr y, but a reinforcement of ranger s arrive d from Cumberland, and the
post was streng thened so that it was safe for the guards men to leave it.
Two horses had been killed -Geor ge's, which had
fallen early in the skirmish, and Kenw ard Mason 's,
which was shot under him' duri:ig the pursui t throug h
the woods.

Mounts, in lieu of these, were taken from

the eight led horses which Georg e was bringi ng back to
Armst rong.
The purpose of the expedition had been accomplished,
and there was now nothin g to preven t the company's
return to Winchester.

George and Verno n were anx-
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ious to get back, so that they might escort Amy and
Joanna to Hampton.
Before the guardsmen left the camp, they fired a
parting volley over the graves of their dead comrades;
then they trooped away in silence, feeling that some of
the horrors of war had been brought home to them.

CHA PTE R XVI I.
CONC LUSIO N.

It was a brigh t after noon when Winc heste
r once
more came unde r the eyes of Capt. Lee. And
when, at
the head of his company, he descended into
the town,
the soldiers then in camp thron ged forth to g
reet them
and learn the news.
Loud were the cheers when the news was giv
~n, and
Wash ingto n, after receiving a full repor t, publi
cly complimented the youths for their good work
for their
coun try. Nimble Ned was very much in evide
nce during the jollification which attended the retur
n of the
victorious little company, and seized the first
occasion
he could find to let the young captain know that
Mingler
had fled from the post, unable to stand the ridicu
le of
his comr ades over the wate r-bar rel incident.
Ming ler, of course, was a deser ter. But he was
not
of much value, and vVas hington was not sorry
to see
the man go. The congratulations of the chief
afforded
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the guards men much gratification, although George and
Frank were fully as gratified on being complimented by
two fair young ladies at the Tickno r house.
The captain and lieutenant obtained leave of absence
to escort the ladies to Hampt on and they four, accompanied by black Scipio, set forth on the return journey
the day following the company's triump hant entry into
Winchester.
The guards men were left at Fort Loudon, under the
tempor ary command of Lieut. Mason, and were to be
subject to his orders until Capt. Lee should return.
The journey to Hampt on was void of any noteworthy
incident, and in due course Mistress Amy was restored
to her rejoicing family. Two happy days were passed
at Hampt on by George and Frank.

From the country

home of the Randolphs they went to Williamsburg, and
were accorded high honors by Gov. Dinwiddie. Washington' s report of the Du Quesne affair had reached the
govern or, and the latter could not do enough to show
his appreciation of his brave young nephew and the no
less courageous Vernon.
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There were few successes credited to the British
arms, that year; in fact, the colonies were dismayed by
the "masterly indecision" manifested by those in high
places and by stinging defeats administered in various
parts of the frontier.
Montcalm, the able French commander, planned and
built the important post of Ticonderoga, and the two
posts of Niagara and Frontenac were carefully
strengthen ed by the best French engineering skill.
(

Fort Bull, an insignificant post on the road from Albany
to Oswego, had been captured by tl;ie French with
more ado than the exploit was really worth.

The

spirits of both Canadians and French were raised to
the highest point when a garrison was finally thrown
into Ticonderoga, which was farther advanced toward
the English colonies than even Crown Point.
The sluggishness of Lord Loudon, who had arrived
late in July, inspired Montcalm to strenuous efforts,
and he devised an attack on Oswego and its outpost,
Fort Ontario.

So swift was the French commande r

in his movements that by August 5th he had collected
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at Frontenac some three thousand troops ; on the
twelfth he began a regular siege of Oswego. In eighteen hours the outworks fell, and, on the fourteenth, the
whole garrison surrendered-a success which carried
gloom to the heart of Washington, as we have already
seen.

The French were in ecstacies over this victory.

Loudon, fri ghtened and fearing attack, retreated
upon N ew York, felling t rees across the trails and doing
whatever he could to place obstacles in the way of the
enemy.

Montcalm, however, owing to his inferior

streng th, remained inactive at T iconderoga-he had but
five thousand ·four hundred men to Loudon's ten thousand.
There were but two items to the credit of the English
account during the whole of the year 1756. One was
the construction of a fort on the T ennessee to guard
Georgia and Carolina against the F rench, who were
penetrating eastward of the M ississippi ; the other was
the notable success of Capt. J ohn A rmstrong in his
campaign against the Delawares at Kittaning-the campaign in which the Young Guardsmen gave such g??d
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report of themselves by saving the post on Wills Creek.
Armstrong virtually exterminated the settlement by
coming upon the Indians unawares; not only did he
destroy their carefully collected stores of ammunition,
but he also rescued eleven whites who were held in
captivity.
But brighter times were coming for the colonies, although some time was to pass before the cloud of disaster lifted.

And before the turn of the tide there was

still much work for the heroic Young Guardsmen and
their youthful captain.
For the present, however, we must drop the veil upon
Capt. Lee, leaving him in Williamsburg, sharing with
his friend, Lieut. Vernon, the well-deserved honors
which both had won.
Tontorf, because of his murderous practices and
known cruelty, was condemned to death, and met his
fate with all the ?toicism of a redskin. The elimination
of Ruze and Tontorf from the frontier made easier the
task of Washington, which was difficult enough at the
liest.

The heroic Washington, however, had no fears
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as to what the final result of the war against the French
would be.

His earlier history was composed of mis-

fortunes, and his star rose grandly out of his defeats.
And in this fact there is a lesson for all young Americans who choose to profit by it.
THE END.
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Heir to a Million
In Search of An Unknown Race

In Southern Beas
Mystery of a Diamond
That Treasure
Voyage to the Gold Coi•••
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young American should read. His stories are full of very interesting
mformation about the navy, training ships, etc.
Bound for Annapolis
Cruise of the Training Ship
Clif, the Naval Cadet
From Port to Port
Str&nge Cruise, A

WILLIAM MURR.A Y GRAYDON.
An author of world-wide popularity. Mr. Graydon is essentially a

friend of young people, and we offer herewith ten of his best wo rks,
wl1erein h e relates a great diversity of interesting adventures in various
parts of the world, combined with accurate historical data.
Butcher of Cawnpore, The
In Barracks and Wigwam
Camp in the Bnow, The
In Fort and Prison
Campaigning with Braddock
.Jungles and Traitors
Cryptogram, The
Rajah's Fortress , The
From Lake to Wilderness
White King of Africa, The

'
LIEUT. FREDERIC K GAR.RISON , U.S. A..
Every American boy takes a keen interest in the affairs of West
Point. No more ca pable writer on this popular subject conld be fo und
than Lieut. Garrison, who vividly describes the life, adventures and
unique incidents that h ave occurred in that great institution-in these
famous West Point stories.
Off for West Point
On Guard
Cadet's Honor, A
West Point Treasure, The
West Point Rivals, The

HEADON HILL.
The hunt for gold has always been a popular subject for consideration, and Mr. Hill h as added a splendid story on the subject in this
romance of the Klondyke.
Spectre Gold

HENRY HARR.ISON LEWIS.
Mr. Lewis is a gradua te of the Naval Academy at Annapolis, and

has written a great many books fo r boys.

Among his best works are

the followin g titles-the subjects include a vast series of adventures

in all parts of t he world. The historical data is correct, and they
should be read by all boys, for the excellent information they contain.
Centreboard .Tim
Ensign Merrill
King of the I sland
Sword and Pen
Midshipman M errill
Valley of Mystery, The
Yankee Boys in .Japan
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LIEU T. LION EL LOU NSBE RRY .
famom
A series of bool.--a embrac ing many adventu res under our
1812 and
-val comma.nders, and with our army during the War ofare written
ihe Civil War. Founde d on sound history, these books to cutivate
for boys, with the idea of combin ing 'Pleasure with profit; lished by
a fondnes s for study--es!'ll<li..Uy of what has been accomp
our army and navy.
Randy, the Pilot
Cadet Kit Carey
Tom Truxto n' s School Days
Caph.in Carey
Tom Truxto n's Ocean Trip
Kit Carey'• Protes e
re of the Golden Crater
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Luck
Carey's
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BRO OKS McCO RMIC K.
this wellFour splendi .l books of adventu re on 110a and land, by
.known writer for boys.
Nat=e ·s Young Noblem an
Giant Islande rs, The
Batta.li ons
Rival
Row Re Won

WAL TER MOR R.IS.
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STAN LEY NOR RIS.
Stories " for
"Mr. Norris is without a rival M :. write r of "Circus
res, but good,
boys. These four books are full of thrillin g adventu
wholsom e reading for young Americ ans.
Young Showm an's Pluck, The
Phil, the Showm an
Young Showm an's Triump h
Young Showm an's Rivals, The

LIEU T. JAM ES K . OR.T ON.
requires no
When a boy has read one of Lieut. Orton's books, it in any of
urging to induce him to read the others. Not a dull page
them.
Secret Chart, The
lleach lloy Joe
Tom Havens with the White
Mine
Chance
Last
Squadr on
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JAME S OTIS.

Mr. Otis is known by nearly every American boy, and needs no in·
t roduction
here.

The following copyrigh ts are among his best :

Chased Through Norway
Unprovo ked Mutiny
Inland Waterwa ys
Wheelin g for Fortune
Reuben Green's Adventu res at Yale

GILBE R.T PATT EN.
Mr. Patten has had the distinctio n of having his books adopted by
the U. S. Governm ent for all naval libraries on board our war ships.
While aiming to avoid the extravag ant and sensation al, the stories
contain enough thrilling incidents to please the lad who loves action
and adventure . In the Rockspu r stories the description of their Baseball and Football Games and other contests with rival clubs and teams
make very exciting and absorbing reading; and few boys with warm
blood rn th eir veins, having once begun the perusal of one of these
books, will willingly lay it down till it is finished.
Boy
Boy
Boy
Don

Boomers
Oattle King
from the West
Kirke's Mine

Jud and Joe
Rockspu r Nine, The
Rockspu r Eleven, The
Rockspu r Rive.ls, The

ST. GEOR .GE RATH BOR.N E .
Mr. Rathborn e's stories for boys have the peculiar charm of
dealing with localities and condition s with which he is thorough ly
familiar. The scenes of these excellent stories are along the Florida
coast and on the western prairies.
Canoe and Camp Fire
Paddling Under Palmetto s
Bival Canoe Boys
Sunset Ranch

Chums of the Prairie
Young Range Ridel'll
Gulf Ct"uisers
Shifting Winds

AR.TH UR. S EWELL.
An American story by an American author. It relates how a
Yankee bov overcame many obstacles in school and out. Thorough ly
interestin g from start to finish.
Gay Dashleig h's Academy Days

DAVID McKAY , Publish er, Philade lphia.
(vi)

CAPT. DAVID SOUTHW ICK.
An exceptionally good story of frontier life among the Indians in
the far West, during the early settlement period.
Jack Wheeler

The Famous Frank Merriwell Stories.
BURT L. STANDIS H.
No modern series of tales for boys and youths has met with any·
thing like the cordial r eception an d popularity accorded to the Frank
Merriwell Stories. There must be a reason fo r this and there is.
Frank Merriwell, as p ortrayed by the auth or, is a j olly wh ole-souled,
honest, courageous American lad, who appeals to the hearts of the
boys. He has no bad h abits, and his manliness inculcates the idea
that it is not n ecessary for a boy to indulge in p etty vices to be a hero.
Frank Merriwell' s example is a shining light for every ambitious lad
to follow. Twenty volumes now ready:
Frank Merriwell' s School Days Frank Merriwell's Courage
Frank Merriwell's Daring
Frank Merriwell's Chums
Frank Merriwell's Skill
Frank Merriwell's Foes
Frank Merriwell's Champions
Frank Merriwell's Trip West
Frank Merriwell's Return to Yale
Frank Merri well Down South
Frank Merriwell's Secret
Frank Merriwell's Bravery
Frank Merriwell's Loyalty
Frank Merriwell's Races
Frank Merriwell's Hunting Tour Frank Merriwell's Reward
Frank Merriwell's Sports Afield Frank Merriwell's Faith
Frank Merriwell's Victories
Frank Merriwell at Yale

VICTOR. ST. CLAIR..
These books are full of good, clean adventure, thrilling enough to
please the full-blooded wide-awake boy, y et containing nothing to
which there can be any objection from those wh o are careful as to the
kind of books they put into the hands of t he young.
From Switch to Lever
Cast Away in the Jungle
Little Snap, the Post Boy
Comrades Under Castro
Zig-Zag, the Boy Conjurer
For Home and Honor
Zip, t he Acrobat

MATTHE W WHITE:, JR..
Good, healthy, strong books for the American lad. N o more mteresting books ;or th e young appear on our lists.
My Mysterious Fortune
Adventures of a Young Athlete
Tour of a Private Car
Eric Dane
Young Editor, The
Guy Hammersley

DAVID M cKAY, Pub lisher, Philadelphi a.
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WINF IELD.

One of the most popular authors of boys' books. Here are three
of his best.
)lark Dale's Btaee Venture
Young Bank Clerk, The
Young Bridge Tender, The

GAVLE WINT ERTO N.
This nry intere.tin g etory relates the trial1 and triumphs of a
Young .American Actor, including the solution of a very puzzling
mystery.
Youns Actor, The

ER.NE ST .A.. YOUN G.
This book is not a treatise on sports, as the title would indicate,
relates a series of thrilling adventure s among boy campers in but
the
woods of Maine.
Boats, Bats and Bioycles
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